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"There was no rooiri in the Inn," — Luke 2: 7. 
'Be ye lifted up, ye Everlasting Doors, and the King of Glory shall come In. 



-Psalm 24: 9. 



I KNOW a Man; His Name is spread abroad throughout the earth 
I tpday. He^was rich; but for our saice became poor. It was 
Christmas tve when He made the change, and In doing so He 
left behind Him unfading flowers, flowing fountains, brightest 
beauty, grandest glory, sera- 
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phlc singitig, maLciiicss mus- 
ic. 

Look at Him. He steps 
off the highest throne; He 
receives His Father's fare- 
well; the angels' goodbye. 
He walks down the Golden 
Street; He is passing through 
the Pearly Gates. He ar- 
rives at His new quarters, to 
find there is no room for Him. 
He is not wanted. His quar- 
ters a stable: His bed a 
manger, with the beasts' 
straw for a covering. That 
was a black reception, but i 
will show you something 
blacker than that. 

So much was He un- 
wanted, that His life was 
threatened. He was without 
cradle or country; crib or 
city; the foxes had holes, the 
birds of the air had nests, 
but the Son of man had not 
where to lay His head. He 
Who created the world, laid 
Himself down upon the 
mountains. He hungered and 
thirsted; was contradicted 
by sinners; derided by His 
own, tempted by the devil, 
and alone wrestled with the 
powers of darkness. But 
He plodded on. His was a 
hard fight; but that is not 
all, it wa,-! only the begin- 
ning. 

Gethsemane was blacker 
than anything that had gone 
before; the loneliness; the f 
sweat; the blood drops; the 
bitter cijp, with no hand but [ 
I lis to hold it. The tired 
disciples and their failure to [ ^ 
watch; and inability to help; ' 
the betrayal kiss. 

Darker still; the mock !>. 
trial; Pilate's Bar; the nails; 
the hammers; the spear; the 

soldiers; the thirst; the vinegar; the gall. They fetch this and they 
fetch that, to complete the death grip and the crucifixion. Oh, 
those nails and thorns! Oh, the tearing of the tender flesh! Oh, 
the thirstl Oh, the mocking voices! Oh. the humiliation of it all! 
Black, black, black, but blacker Btill! 



He hung there for your sins and mine, and jn that moment it 
seemed that the hatiier had turned away from His beloved Son 
because of sin. He cried out in the supreme agony of His life. 
"My God, my God. why hast Thou forsaken Me?" But to save 

you and me. He licld on, 
held on in the darkest hour, 
and at last, with a triumph- 
ant cry, "It is finished," 
He died. He was faithful 
unto death. 

Would you know the joy 

that is set before Him. then 

share His sorrow. Do not 

shrink from the agony of the 

Cross. For if any man would 

be His disciple, he must take 

up his Cross daily, and 
r-ii-.,; 1 1: 

JUIiLf-.-,' i llljl 

And, oh. here He comes 
for you to follow? Make 
way for Him. Can't you see 
Him? Don't crowd Him. 
but follow after Him quick, 
quick. Here He is! A Man! 
Look, don't you sec His feet 
are bleeding, that blood is 



on His hands, 

falling from 

brow? And, 
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that drops are 
His liictratcd 
oh. my God. 
look at that wound in His 
side. He is coming nearer. 
Make waj', I say, for the 
Son of God, the Sinner's 
Friend. 

And right from tlic Lartn 
to the Heavens He is lead- 
ing us! See, see, the Gates 
are opening; the Sliining 
Ones are coming uut to 
meet Him. The King of 
Glory enters in — and ue may 



Consider Him who en- 
dured such contradirfion of 
sinners against Him.irif, lest 
ye be weary and faint in 
your minds. Consider Him. 
who, for the joy that was set 
before Him, endured the 
Cross, despising the sliame. 
and is now set dov.n at tlie 
right hand of the throne of 
v_,.^_- . God. 

No more darknp.ss; no 
more loneliness; no more the 
shut door; sorrow, pain, hunger nor thirst, nor revilings. The lonely 
Bethlehem leads to Dark Calvary, but it also leads to the Resurrec- 
tion Morn; the breaking of the seal; the rolling away of the stone; the 
ascension to the Skies. "Lift up your heads, O ye Gates, and be y_e 
lifted up. ye EverlBBting Doors, and the King of Glory shall come in. 
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row BEAUTIFUL upon the mountains are the feet of 
Him that brmgeth good tidings, that publisheth peace; 
that brmgeth good tidings of good, that publisheth 
salvation; that saith unto Zion, Thy God reigneth. 

* * * 
It is impossible in any 
one issue of our paper to •="— ~ — - ^ - ■• -- 

touch all, or even the main j' — — 

activities of The Salvation 
Army. Our Special Num- 
bers, such as the one we ' 
now present to our read- 
ers, reach thousands of 

friends who would, we are _ 

sure, like to have more 
news of what God helps 
us to do for the better- 
ment of the world. "The 
War Cry" may be ob- 
tained weekly from our ^ _ ^_ _ __ -- 
local Corps, or by sub- ' 
scription sent direct to 
the Editor-Publisher, 317 

Carlton Street, Winnipeg, 'p ~ ' ~ 

Man. 



we may be able to do for you and them as, by God's help, we have 
done for thousands find them and bring them home again. 

* * * 

Another word. Have you any plan for your life, or are you 

content to spend the days and months and years in a purposeless 

_ manner, so that you can 

_ L_ _ i never say, "Something ac- 

' ~ ~ ' complished, something 

done?" No purpose for 

yourself, or for your fel- 

'' lows in this life, and no 

purpose for the life which 
is to come? Have you 

-=- — j heard no call to service 

for humanity and God? 

Remember the Master's 

awful words concerning 

i him who should "lose his 

, l!tS. i III. niiiij- n.i. 6..^ 

you almost unbounded 
spheres of labor for God 
and your fellow men. 
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Again — Any friend who 
desires to study the doc- 
trines, principles, and 
methods of The Salvation 
Army can obtain books 
by our Founder and The 
Army Mother, by the pres- 
ent General and Mrs. 
Booth, or by leading Offi- 
cers; also Handbooks of 
our Doctrines or of our 
Regulations; from the 
Book Room of The Army 
at Territorial Headquar- 
ters, Winnipeg, A call at 
this centre of Army in- 
terest will always be wel- 
comed. 

Enquiries concerning 
anything connected with 
The Army v.rill gladly and 
readily be answered if ad- 
dressed to the Commis- 
sioner at Territorial Head- 
quarters. Statements of 
Account and Balance 
Sheets, which, duly audit- 
ed by firms of repute, are 
pubhshed annually, will be 
forwarded on application. 

* 4 * 

Further — We exist as 
the "Servants of All" — 
without any regard to 
class, color, or creed. In- 
deed, this is one of our 
gladdest boasts, that we 
stand ready for all. A>re 
you in any personal anx- 
iety? Does any spiritual 
difficulty press heavily up- 
on you. It would be our 
joy to endcEivor to help 
you, and to bring to your 
encouragement the words 
and practise of Jesus, our 
Lord. 

* * * 

tflu^ffutiai 

Arc you in any social 
need? Is there any domestic haras.smcnt which troubles you? 
Any sorrow of the home? Wc are your servants for Jesus' sake— 
your trouble is our trouble, and our Burdenbcarcr will be yours. 
Have you any loved ones away from you. so far away that their 
very whereabouts arc unknown to you? Tell us about them, and 
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■• eeping grandly along to the sea; 
Ckry of prairies stretching afar — 
V ide as the love of the Lord they are; 
Ijlory of forest, and glory of glade; 
Glory of spaces; glory of shade; 
Glory of summer and sun and glow; 
Glory of winter and ice and snow — 
Canada. 

THERE IS A GLORY WHICH IS CANADA 

Glory of men in the days of old, 
'Venturers bra«e, and strong, and botd; 
Glory of those all athirst for fame; 
Glory of those of a humbler name; 
Glory of those who were blazing the trail, 
Never with us shall their praises fail; 
Glory of those of a later day, 
Wiio bound this iand with a shining way; 
Glory of those going down to the sea; 
These are the men whose glory is thee — 
Canada. 

THERE IS A GLORY WHICH IS CANADA 
Glory of Him Who was born for tJiee 
Away, away far over the sea; 
Glory of Him Whose Star shineth bright 
Over thy land this glad Christmas night; 
Glory of Him. Oh. Jesus, our Lord. 
Ever and aye His Name be adored; 
Till every homestead, and each city street, 
Shall the sweet story of love repeat; 
Of Him Who pa s'ti cd mj JlcJ for tl l- 

Tj nas-i" I ii-e ■' pei.|.le /" 
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Service for God in The 
Army we offer you. Nay, 
we call you to it. For the 
children, the sick, the wan- 
derers, the hopeless, the 
desolate, and for those in 
their sin and about to die. 
"Follow me," said the 
Lord. "Follow with us," 
says The Army. 

# $ $ 

Still further — And 
the urgency and import- 
ance of our message now 
grows upon us as we write. 
Have you never heard or 
have you ceased to hear, 
the call of the Christ to 
your own sinful heart? 
Are you among those who 
shut their doors on Him; 
or despitefully use Him; 
or treat Him with such 
utter indifference as 
though He did not e:-:ist? 
It may be that this word 
will seem to fall by chance 
across your vision, or it 
may be that the sound 
of the Christmas music 
and carol will cause you 
to say, "Who is this 
Jesus?" We assure you, 
if you will but breathe 
His name in the faintest 
form of enquiry. He will 
tell you things of Himself, 
and. you giving Him the 
opportunity, He will give 
you that which we call 
"the joy of sins forgiven." 

* * * 

And — Have you ceased 
to companion with Him? 
Were there Chrisb^asfcs of 
tiie past when you joined 
hands with Him? When the 
Herald Angels and yourself 
sang in accord? Well, true 

^ __ 1 it is, and true you know it 

to be, you can bring your 
broken and backsliding 

heart to Him once more. Is there any better news than that? 
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Break forth into joy, sing together, ye waste places of Jeru- 
salem; for the Lord hath comforted His people. He hath redeemed 
Jerusalem. 
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^ VER since those far-off times, when 
1^ St. Paul wandered from town to 
^"^ town preaching the Gospel of Christ, 
often stoned, sccurgcd, imprisoned, or on 
his perilous travels, the messenErers of 
the Gos[>el have had to be prepared 
for trials, self-denials aiid suffcrir. 



This stirring article will be of special interest to our co-citisenB 
from Iceland; that brave and historic land which has sent so 
many of its sons end daughterii to be brothers and sisters in our 
midst* 



neither did I need any psrsiislon lo 
decide for going home by the motor-boat. 
One hour later the boat was clear tn 
start. and_ in joyful espslation of reach. 
ing Reykjavik in the course of twenty, 
eight or thirty hours I embarked togetha 
with threo other pae^n^ers. 



In the Rough Sea 
It had been a. rather heavy snowfall 



mental ond bodily character, aa a conffe.* commenced, every Christmas bringing the light broke into my soul; my eyes 
quence of their work. ^ us 500 sailors for whom we have to cater, were opened when 1 was reminded that 

Whether und^ the sun of India, or in My presence was required for several Christmas joy is first of all a gift from God ^^ ^ ^ ....... ^ .««.« hcu 

the icy dime of the polar r^ons, where- reasons, but 1 failed to appear. through Jesus Christ, and independent of during' the night,"!]!!! the we^Gr wTr^ 

ever the Uospel is preached, among the One day the steamer was rumored to V^ Jurroundmg circumstances whether f^iHy good. In the afternoon ho%«ev« 

cennibals olMnoa. or among the multi- arrive in a couple of days, and another '"■■ °' ^-"^^ ™- it became overcast, and before evmS 

tudes of metropoles, its mrasenmrs must day the rumors were refuted, with the 1 had allowed my deep disappointment, wa had a contrary storm. It was a hajS 

be_readyto_en<»unteranykmdol_ordeals. statement that the delay would last a my own particular trials and other condi- strain on the small motorbost, wliich 

i-J^rT"-'^-^'"''^' •'>™''8y°"'; "■= ™- week or so more. tions of the outward life to take away made no advance whatever in the roueK 

liMt Christian tim« the Lord Himself H„ni„„ t„ 1,, H ^V Christmas joy. The song brought sea, and several times we had to aS 

did . ^, and m tn^ days, and ever Hoping to be Home [jj^^ ^ -^ \ ^^ ^^^^ ^;^ ,,^ ^ ,^ ^ ^^^ ,;^j^ "^ ^^^ 

hereafter Wl give, to His disciples power At first 1 was hoping to be at home in experience through many years, that he shelter. 

wheXr l^'^"l^e^with K^or^r^'S' J^= ^^^i^ "LPecember; later on my who accepts, the Christmas King as his jy,^ „,„ ^j^ j^^jf^i ^ -, 

"rmiyU^^st^wd.bot^3lV^^ bo,» was reduced to aim at the middle personal Savuiur. through whom we have Christmas days, and whenever the cS5 

revelarionTthev^dTrsofChri^Wty^ fL'^f"' '"rV-|^i;''j"^'"'>; ' """Z" ""5 "^^ ^^""^ """ r^U^'J"'' -°' ""Tt ^"^ seasickness would permit me to 

eveianonoi uie wonoers or v,nrisnanity. the fact that 1 had to stay and spend ment possesses a Christmas joy which think deatly my thoughts went to niv 

The Beautiful Midnight Sun my (.hristmas where I was. nothmg can take away. hon,^, to the Christmas Meetingo now 

Iceland, with its glaciers and cataracUi: .,°"r little Corps at Isafjord had no With a sM heart 1 left thelitUechurch going on, to comrades and friends in 

its numerous hot springs, its live vol- ™,=**'"E on Christmas Eve. so the Cap- where the Lord visited me and gave me other eounuies, to the large cities where 

(•(.no»s. the land of the beEutif'j! midr.::;Kt ^^^ """ v/eni to church at 6 o'dock. the very message 1 needed. thousands of happy Salvationists were 

sun and the most splendid aurora borealis The congregation was In holiday dress. o e e now gathering together, and then the 

one can imagine, possesses a great many The minister preached beautifully, the w'lT f T Ir a fU thought would steal in again: "Oh, why 

wonders of nature and is an exceedingly hymns sounded lovely, but still no feeling willing to lane Any (.tiance are ygu alone here in this small boat on 

interesting country. of festivity or Christmas joy would enter In the morning, on Christmas Day, 1 ^" great ocean, and even on Clirijtmas?" 

The period of ten years which my wife into my heart, was informed that a little motor-boat But, hallelujah, even before that voice 

and 1 spent in Iceland was greatly The service was soon over, a Christmas ^^ '° depart for Reykjavik. hod ceased in my heart an angel from 

blessed by God. Our faith was strength, hymn was sung: it sounded somewhat Everyone will easilv understand that whispered, "Be of good cheer, for 

ened. and we met with experiences of strange to me in the Icelandic lanauaee J^T rk l «a»'ly understand that you are m your Master s service, bnngins 

both kinds, so that we can now better which is much unlike my^aUtln^e. '^totv^at onTooS'AtUn,^ „™'^' "i=" r'*-""^^" °' ^^ ^•'^' ^'"= ^"'^ 

say, as the Apostle, "1 have learned to <=,nn ,k„ , f f \ ""B^*- motor-boat on the open Atlantic on an of salvationi" 

wn„t o„J „!.„ » i.„ ."-v '^""t" 'j; :3tlll the tune was tamiliar to me. for Iceland coast is neither peasant nor i j j - ■ ■ , , 

Rm 7Z J Z ■''"i"'*'^"™-, the hymn was a translation from Danish, without danger, but still wheiT^me^^e .''>'*=^- " '? '™= that the angels arc 

But the work on this ^remote island being one of . t.he Christmas cha.-,ts 1 has been waiti,;g impatienUyforrXp 'P'nts of service sent to the aid of ,ho=e 
learned as a 
every word. 



„. -, „ -J ,, JO- ,-.-- .,- oeing one or ine k^nristmas cnants 1 has been waiting impatiently for a ship ''I'"'" "■ "eiT'ce ?<=«<:«• ine aio or uios 

^^i Tk I f .^-■ffi'^"'. i": p° f»i'- learned as a child and of which 1 knew through five or sis^ks the longiL for "^o are to inherit eternal happiness; i, 

smiS't^l'l^-th '^ast'p-^'tcularfy "-^T wTI" t i. . . '^°r '^''= T™ '? "™^^t^>at^|e is "^ '-='— ' ^-^-^ '^■" '-'• 

during the wini^ season. The sc^t? D^lsh tax" has ""''' ■- "^ '° " ""^ '^''""^ ""^''^ 

population lead a sohtary life, and the "tk= f ■« tu 
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small fiehin^ tov^ns 
with di^culty. 

As a Divisional Coininaiider it 'fell to 
ioy lot now and then to visit the small 
Corp? situated on the coast of Iceland, 
and one of these travelo 1 ahall describe 
briefly. 

It vraa in the middle of November I 
left the capita] of Reykjavik, on board the 
S S. Sterling, in order to visit our little 
Corps of L&afjord, a small place on the 
northwestern comer of Iceland. 

Accozding to the time-table the "Ster- 
ling" had to call at Isafjord and subse- 
quently proceed to the northland for dis- 
charge of gooda, and again on her return 
CO Reykjavik call at laafjord, thu£ leaving 
me a week's stay at the Corps. 

I was quite delighted at this echedule. 
which would also secure ray return to 
Reykjavik at the end of the month. 
Stranded on the Northland 
Some days after my arrival at my 
destination I caught sight of a telegram 
posted up at the harbor which in brief 
words stated that my ship Sterling 
had stranded on the northland, and that 
a salvage steamer had been ordered up 
from Reykjavik. 

The following days brought only scanty 
reports of the stranding, and the only 
new9Fwper of the town, a little papier 
issuing once a week, had not much to tell 
but that the Sterling had been towed to 
Akureyri. and there was hope of repairing 
her 60 that she would be able to proceed 
on her route. 

With impatient hours of waiting, one 
day wore away after the other for me, 
and the days became weckn, nnA nfiW no 
whip appertred, \ wae considering going 
home by land, which possibly might be 
done, but &uch a journey would in this 
season last ten to twelve days, requiring 
a special travelling equipment and en- 
tailing many hardships, and would amount 
to about two hundred Daniah Crowits in 
expcnocB. 

The five or six weeks of waiting which 
now poesed away were indeed full of 
drchippnintmenti nnd brnfcn liu;.u 

Mv ^/ifc VTO at thai ljuii. i U lA tf 
t J ( chine of our ^ailuit I liinn i[ ' 
Fv vKjnvik I 'ert tlit h^u -t. v.n. cmwHrd , 
%^i^h Liilor , Ckitiatinaj bu mi .1 liivi-ip ' 
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if only one can get away. 
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My confidence Returned, praiEc God. 
"If the boat goes do'wn and we periah, 
wc!?. then, my w&ndcrin"^ on this ssrtb 
hfiw^ ceased, or if we get safe honie tn 
Reykjavik, then thanko to God for that!" 
1 said, 

Christmas Joy in the Soul 

Under such circumstances salvation in 
Chri&t is fully realized, for in spite of all 
there waa heavenly Christmas joy in 
my soul. 

The voyagCi which ordinarily takes 
twenty-four hours, in consequence of 
storms and contrary weather, now bated 
four days, and when our frail boat passed 
through the entrance of Reykjavik my 
prayer of thanks arose to the Lord, Ira- 
cause He once more granted me the 
privilege of seeing my wile and the dear, 
faithful Comrades, 

Later on 1 was informed that a few 
days after our departure from l&afjcrd 
the harbor became frozen up. The 
'"Sterling" never did appear, and if we 
had not come away by the motor-boat 
on Christmas Day I would have been 
obliged to stop moat of the winter there. 



Rugged^ but Picturesque — a Scene in Beautiful Iceland 
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All in a alahh cold and here. 

A laCcly In/an' lay; 
The nfghl tvas dark. l>ul round fhol Babe 



W^^ trtnht ; 
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of in kingly stale He i(t3, 

roypt Tobca arrayed: 
ran/(/ irrappcd in ste^lklna ■ 



A hu:!^,- .T.a{<icn icsichcd beside 

To soothe His ploinilce cry, 

Whlft ansef uoica filled the ah 

With sweetest luilaby. 

The wond'rlng jhepherds htard the 
Ai fij; tAefr ^oc^a thz^j =!a{d; 

The light of heaven siound them ai 
And they were oote afraid. 



Bui "Fear ye not,"— -a 



aned said. 



Then carolled forth a heavenly thr„ri 
Beycnd all human km:~ 

■'To God 6e story in the height. 
And peace an earth to menf 

Then said the ^h^phcrda one and all: 

"To Belhlehem ht ua go, 
And ace ihh wonder come to pass. 

Which Cod hath let U4 ytnoLti.-' 
And jpon tliey found the heoo'nfy fioK 

iiJ • uei i*- -n J „ tel - 
tih Kome la ( ii, ^ r uh them 



g DeCAUSE Jesus bore the sins and 
*-^ sorrows of the whole world, we are 
apt to think of Him only as "A Man of 
Sorrows"; but it would help us to remem- 
ber that He was just as truly a Man of 
Joy. He brought ua a joyful religion^ 
How often we hear Him saying, "Be of 
Good Cheer." He lovea to sec lis happy- 
The joy that Jesus wantn tn pive ifl a 
lasting joyj nothing can destroy it. 

It waa just before His crucifixion, 
with all the agony and humiliation be- 
fore Him, and' — what ivas perhaps harder 
for Him to bear— a full knowledge jf the 
bitter iribulatioHB through which Hia 
di^ciptca ^vere to pass, that He could say. 
"These things have I spoken unto you. 
that my jov mi"ht remain in ynu find 
thai >uur ji>\ mi lit ' tu!l ^^J H 
ma^e lIk bu.iutiful f.'tl ilouhU rurr H" 
lldd[^! "Viiur jnv no in lU iiltlli frori 
juu -(The lots t Mil *in Mir. iJ 
Rc«th> 




THE birth of Jcsuo C 
^^ great company 
Event amidst a w 
think that we may bett 
full significance of our I 
life — in human form — b; 
a little carefully to the 
from the surrounding ci 
well as from the study of 
ing the Gospel narrative 
them in the New TesLarr 
feel the importance of 1 
fully described as beinj 
Everything that happel 
has some lesson, some ti 
throws some ray of ligl 
^Tjur Saviour is Dorn — 1 
Let us, then, with re 
on ihs facts of the first < 
for a moment or two w 
for those lessons the grea 

L— SI 
It was amid the sol 
that the Babe entered c 
Jesus, both as child and 
and weakness of Ivlury. 
that starting-place suffi 
panion to the very end 
more true heia ever been 
words to the Hebrews tl 
are all things, and hy w 
many sons unto glory, 
Salvation perfect throu^ 
Now, is not here a lig 
If the perfect obedience 
character in the Divim 
medium of His sufferinj 
for that measure of suff 
we not submit ourselves 
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enpect it rather than 

highway of Holincas to 

us? 

Then answered the Loi 
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THE birth of Jesus Chriat was the central Fact of 
ft great company of facta. It was tlie chief 
Event amidst a world o£ events. 1 sometirnea 
think that we may better Understand and realize the 
full significance of our Lord'a coming into our human 
life — in human form— by human agency, iF we attend 
a little carefully to the lessona which may be learned 
from the surrounding circumstances of His advent as 
well as from the study of the great Event itaelf, Read- 
ing the Gospel narratives with the refcreneta made to 
them in the New Testament us a whole;, we cannot but 
feel the importance of the details which are so care- 
fully described as being intended for some purpose. 
Everything that happened in those memorable days 
has some lesson, some truth, to teach us. Everything 
throws some ray_ of light on the grand centra! truth 
—our Saviour is born — our King has really come! 

Let us, then, with reverence and love, look around 
on Lhe facts of the first Chriatmas morning, and watch 
for a moment or two with humble gratitude and joy 
for those lessons the great Teacher would have us learn, 

I.— SUFFERING 

It was amid the solemn sufferings of I lis mother 
that the Babe entered our iife. The early sojourn of 
Jesus, both as child and man. really began in the pain 
and weakness of Mary, and it would seem that from 
that starting-place suffering became His daily com- 
panion to the very end. Nothing more beautiful or 
more true has ever been said of Him than the Apostle's 
words to the Hebrews that "it became Him4 for whom 
arc all things, and by whom are all things, in bringing 
many sons unto glory, to make the Captain of their 
Salvation perfect through sufferings." 

Now. is not here alight thrown upon our own path? 
If the perfect obedience and completeness of a perfect 
character in the Divine Son were won through the 
medium of Hia sufferings, shall not we also be ready 
for that measure of suffering which fails to us? Shall 
we not submit ourselves in fatth to the Holv Will which 
ordains or permits it? Shall we not anticipate and 
expect it rather than dreud it? And shall we not 
consecrate and sanctify it. and let it help us on to that 
highway of Holiness to which our Divine Master calls 

UB? 

Then answered the Lord to the cry of His world: 

"Shall I take away pain, 
And with it the power of the soul to endure. 

Made. strong by the strain? 
Shall I take away pity that knits heart to heart. 

And sacrifice high? 
Will ye loee all your heroes that lift from the fire 

White brows to the sky? 
Shall 1 take away love that redeems with a price 

And smiles at its loss? 
Can ye spare from your lives, that would cjimb unto 
mine. 

The Chriat on Hia Cross?" 

An old writer on this subject says. "Christian per- 
fection comes through Christian suffering," and al- 
though that do«s not perhaps contain all the truth, it 
is nevertheless quite true that just as the sufferings 
and obedience of Jesus led Him to the attainment of 
His great perfection — perfection which is for the whole 
world and for all time — so suffering, sanctified by the 
Grace of God, will lead ua step by step to the liberty 
and victory and perfection of the Kingdom of God. 

Have we not often dccn, do we not see now, how 
those who fail in this — who, instead of accepting, resist 
the dispensation of suffering, and murmur against 
it— miaa that, strength and sweetness of charecter 
wjijch it was mtended to bring in. wliich in fact when 
sanctified it docs bring in? And more than thnt, do 
we not see how they foil, and openly fail, to reach the 
high places of usefulness which it was so apparent 
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God had planned tor them? Do we not somcLimea 
think and 9ay, "Yes, it is very sad, they lose their way?" 
And when we say this we mean that if their suffering 
had but been sanctified it would have proved their 
guide. 

11.— HUMILITY 

But let us look again into this dimly-lighted stable 
Surrounded by the silent beasts of the field and lying 
before them in one of the mangers from which they 
take their food is the King of Glory, the first-born of 
the Sons of God, Could anything be more significant 
of deep humiliation before men as well as before God? 
Could anything be more a token of the truest sim- 
plicity and humility? 

Welh have we not in this a fore.sh ad owing of one of 
the greater principles of the Christ-it(e in us? Humility 

The old world scarcely dreamed or it. especiaiiy as a 
thing to be desired or sought after. We see in this our 
ov.-n day. bcth :.i the life of nstions and in the lives of 
individuals, how little the spirit of the world tolerates 
it. Nay. we see how the spirit of the world despises or 
hates it, while calling loudly for all that belongs to self 
and self-assertion and self-seeking — to pride, and the 
praise of men. and self-confidence — to vain conceits 
and Vain glory. 

The world erica out, "Be yourself — think of your- 
self — do yourself well — do not be left behind— ^do not 
be left out — do not think yourself unworthy of any 
gift that Almighty God con bestow." Alaa, how^ far 
13 all this from Bethlehem, and from the gentle mother, 
and the humble dependence and simple humility of 
the Child. 

But it may be aaid our Lord stood forth as a great 
Person, claiming to be equal with God. Yee, there ia 
no doubt that there wos a wonderful self-assertion 
about His character which played no little part in 
securing His influence upon men. But the self-asser- 
tion of Jesus is not the self-assertion of an independent 
self; it is rather that of a self which has no interest 
save God's Cause, and no glory that is not His. Indeed, 
over all that we know of Him, from the Monger to the 
Cross, may be written His own words: "Learn of Me. 
for I am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall find 
rest unto your souls/' 

How do you stand in this matter? The great test 
is found in your estimate of yourself in relation to 
others. To be humble towards Cod is really a vejy 
small matter. It ic, iS corsscns says, no great humility 
in a fly to esteem itself nothing in comparison with a 
mountain. It Is ho great humility in a drop of water to 
esteem itaelf nothing in comparison with the ocean. 



Humility is best seen in not esteeming ourselves nbove 
others, and not desiring to be so esteemed by them. 

HI.— SOME COMMON THINGS 

But ! am looking again at that strange group in 
the Stable. It does not surprise me that a)I the great 
artists for two thousand yCATS have lingered arouiid that 
most commonplace, and yet jn03t wonderful, gather- 
ing. The thoughts of unnumbered multitudes have 
striven to visualize that scene. So w^e may look, and 
as we look it seems to me as if everything has become 
suddenly exalted because of the presence of the Babe. 
The rough, untidy place itself, littered with the straw 
of the farmyard, has become a Sanctuary. The crude 
fittings, the old-fashioned implements, the ordinary 
catrle, the atony floor, the water troughs, and the 
mangers — are they not all in some way transfigured by 
the new Presence? Notwithstanding a\\ their rough- 
ness are they not now lite unto consecrated things — 
yes, even holy things — because, and just because, the 
Saviour, Jesus Christ our Lord, has come among them? 
They are still the common farmyard things they were 
beFnrp, pnd y«t they hfive become different, so different, 
so memorable. 

And the common people as well as the common 
things A?ere there. Mary had some friends, and it 
was early in His life that Jesus showed the spirit of 
true friendship as exercising an influence upon Him. 
He made friends. He trusted them. He chose them 
from among the ordinary people of His acquaintance, 
and they who had been nothing without Him became 
important and spiking characters simply from having 
hiis presence and friendship. 

So again I see light upon the common life of today. 
It is not so much, after all, that to lead a holy life we 
need new things — a new body — a new hom&— new 
employment- — new friendships — new family condi- 
tions. What a delusion in this notion, so common in 
the minds of multitudes, that they need to change 
fheir r.irnumstancea in order to realize the fullness of 
happincaa and peace. No. the great need ie that 
Jesus Christ, this sEune Jesus, should come amongst 
us, that WE should bring Him into the humble, simple, 
ordinary, commonplace things of daily life and experi- 
ence. If only He will come He will make all things 
new. 

Ah, do we not see how the most ordinary life — the 
moat unnoticed — the most needy, can be uplifted and 
purified by this? How often do I hear it said. "Oh, 
if only 1 had this or that — if only 1 was there or yonder 
— if only I could change these things in my life for 
those — then all would be well with me — then I could 
be saved — then I could be sanctified — then 1 could 
walk in white — then 1 could say, "Thy will, iny God, 
be done.* " 

Believe mc, this is a great mistake. What we 
really need 'is that Jesus should come and fill the house. 
Just that, (or that will bring all. Humility, patience, 
love, prayer, fuith, purity, joy in believing, strength 
in 9orrov;r, victory in temptation, peace that passes 
understanding — oil — all shall then be oura because 
they are all His and His to give. 

Comrades and friends, may I beg of you this 
Christmas, and will you accept this eis my Christmas 
tide wish: Do not let there be any place^ any plan 
or purpose or hopt or affection in your life, to which 
He is not welcome, to which He may not come ao 
Saviour and King. 







**®Eto ^tm, tfsat InUh u^, an^ ^ai^th ug from our Mm in ^i^ 0^u 
^Uohp am pill mak u^ mitiQ^ aitfe ^xit&ti uttto #ot3 anli^^iig ^atfter: 
to ^im ht glorp mh iioiiiiiiioit for eber auh eber, Mmm" — Revelation hs, 6. 
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Cfjaplec \. — ^aairi) Ulis bote a Bam ii)e 
^tar ant) fieacti tlje iSfngelfl sing. 

1HAVE wandered far both in body and 
spirit, Bince that wonderful time, but 
it is Btill one of the chiefeat memories 
of my hfe. Mayhap I brought some 
Borrow to my sweet-faced and gentle- 
hearted mother before she passed away 
mourning for me and my some-tima wild' 
nes3, and left my grey-haired father in 
his loneliness down there on the fields 
of Bethlehem. I would give much, if 1 
had it. to regain some of the boyish eager- 
ness of those years, when every day 
meant a new play and a fresh hdventure 
— though. God \vot. they were innocent 
enough. 

But, (ih'me. I am long since sariated 
with 9uch plays, and though I often think 
1 look too wearily on life, as the yeara 
go I am but a young fellow, althoug-h the 
years seem many and the miles long as 
I sit by the camp-fire. I would give 
much, as I say, if I could catch again 
some of the thrill of that wonderful night 
— such a night as men may never see 
again, and which is so strongly on my 
memory. 

Many days and many nights had I 
importuned my mother, and tried to 
cajole my father, into allowing me to 
spend at least one night with the shep- 
herds in the fields, where nightly our 
flock was Folded, and where my elder 
brothers watched them through the long 
summer days, and somettmes during the 
chilly winter davs- I counted it no great 
ir^y that if flhoiiM jTr> with Simeop. and 
Joseph, for they teased me and called mc 
"Mother's Benjamin" and made as 
though ! was far from them in their grown- 
up estate, and I liked it little. I minded 
me many times of our Father David's 
sheep-tending adventures, but dared not 
aay anything of them to my brothers, for 
they would have teased me the more, 
and maybe, have frightened me with some 
of their unkind and thoughtless play; but 
I would have thought it great joy and 
manhood to be with them on such nights 
aa they were allowed to join the men in 
their night-watches, and would even 
have braved the practical jokes they 
would surely have passed on me. 



Our father was a man of some wealth 
in those years — owning greater flocks than 
any other of the neighborhood, and well 
respected round atiout: on the da3^ when 
he took his herrls to the market at Bethle- 
hem town, his coming was hailed with 
many tokens of that respect. He was 
stately in his bearing; many thought him 
churlish — he was so in his speech more 

chide him in her gentle manner, and 
liken ' him to Nabal of the olden days; 
that churlish man whose tale is told in 
sacred writ, and with whom the stirring 
story of our Father David is associated, 
and whose Belds lay not far from the 
scenes of my own boy-hood years. 

The Father'a ChurlisKness 
But there were times when the father's 
churlishness dropped ''from him. and he 
wae nigh as gentle as my mother herself, 
and then he would gather us around him 
— by the cot door on the summer cvea- 
ings. and by the chimney comer on the 
chilly winter nights — and tell us weird 
and wild tales of his own early life. Of 
his adventures on those very plains; nt 
his escapades in the great City of Jerusa- 
lem — at which my mother would bid 
him, "Be done;" and sometimes, in a 
whisper and with many warnings that 
we should keep the tale as a sealed book, 
of his fightings with and raids on the 
Roman masters of our land. 

We would listen open-eyed and all agog 
for more — my brothers and 1 — until 1, 
sooner than they, tired with my day's 
racings and play, would fall asleep across 
my mother's lap. and then be gently 
roused to take my night's rest in the safety 
of U;e cot. My fatlier woiild Lhen gather 
his cloak around him, and take his crook- 
staff and follow after the shepherds who 
were already busy with the folding, but 
who never slipped a chance or failed in 
a count except on those rare occasions 
when he had not been there to oversee 
them. 

Rough, rude men those shepherds were, 
but not v/anting in respect to niy father's 
wishes, or in courtesy to my mother when 
she ventured amongst them, or in a 
clumsy sort of playfulness with me — the 
baby of the master's household, 
ThQt tvondorful night 

Sometinies my father's tales, or the 
starry splendor around us. would keep 
me more widely wakeful than at others, 
and 1 would be so full of the stories to 
which i had been giving attention, and 
sometimes aggravated by the teasings of 
my brothers, I would plead that 1 too 
might take my turn at the shccpfold — 
the night was fine; I was tired of being 
treated as a baby; surely, surely 1 could 
go. And then my mother would urge 

cccy and v/airr., and sii;ikc auce .more 
her- sweet- voiced promise, that 'soon, very 
soon, f should go. but now her little 
Benjamin must bide at home and bear 
her company.' 

But that night, that wonderful night; 
the stars v.'crc just coming ant in thcii 
□hintng and the moon hung in the heavens 
with a silver light that spoke of purity, 
which, had I known it, and been able to 
cypress it, was ail akin to the innocence 
of those days. That night my father was 
in one of his easiest and least chuiHsh 
moods; my mother, too, seemed for a 
few momenta to realize that I was a big 
lad. and 1 was to go to the ehecpfold. 



My first night out in the fields; my 
first night by the camp-fires out there by 
the big rocks which madi 
of safety for the sheep, and yet which, 
to my boyish imagination, seemed all 
alurk with creeping things and beasts of 
prey. By day the flocks were ocatiered 
across the plain, but in the chilly nights 
then upon us they were driven for greater 
warmth and security to where those great 
stones gave shelter, and made a natural 
fold. Here the great fires were lighted 
and the men sat and watched and kept 
themselves alert with rough play and 
somewhat wild and rude tales. 
The weird rocke 

the sheep-skin which had done similar 
duty for my brothers, and gave me some 
food in the bag which hung on my girdle, 
and with my own small statt in my hand 
I followed my father. The great rocks 
stood up weirdly around us* taking on 
most strangely different shaptef from those 
they presented by day. Away in the 
distance I could see the lights of Bethle- 
hem — oh. little town of Bethlehem — 
fading out one by one. and then there 
shot up the glares of our fires. I heard 
the bleating of the sheep, and scented 
their warm Qmell — that smell which ever 
reminds me of that wonderful time — and 
with gay laughter Etnd boisterous chaJHngs 
1 was welcomed by my father's men. 

selves, and told him that he would not 
now need to trouble to com* himsslf; 
that the flock would be safe in my keep- 
mg; and that they might, one and all. 
compose themselves to sleep. 

We would gather round 

my Jaiher by the cot 

door a^ he told us ufeitd 

tales 



One of them, a younger man than the 
rest, and who was a stranger in our 
r-..nnfry«{de. mad- recm for mo by him. 
and as 1 sat there he told me, in those 
night moments, s'lToiige tales of the parts 
from which he came — from that wild land 
beyond the Jordan, and of the dangers of 
the roads down there, and then he sat 
quiet for a while, and it seemed as though 
he had fallen into a muse. By and by. 
he began to sing softly to himself; it waa 
a song of far-off places of which \ knew 
nothing, but he sang so tunefully and 
invitingly, that the gay talk of the rest 
of the shepherds ceased, and soon they tro 
were joining in the melody. The song 
had become one of those which we Heb- 
rews smg with a catch in our thnaats and 
oft times a tear in our eyes — a song which 
tells of great days gone, great thinga 
done, and greater things to come, even 
out of the sorrow and shame of our 
people's captivity. One of those songa 
which sometimes we may not sing when 
our Roman masters are within earahot, 
but which tell of freedom drawing near; 
when our Messiah shall come and all the 
nations of the earth shall call Him blessed. 
A gloom over my spirit 

Boy as I was — 1 lay there and was 
thrilled by my near compemion's song and 
the radiance of the night, and throwing 
myself down I gazed up into the heavens, 
ana ic eeemea to mc then that the scars 
began to go out and that the moon hod 
erheueted itself. The singing ceased, and 
the night seemed so still. A gloom fell 
over my spirits. 1 lifted ipyeelf for a few 

(CoiUtttued oti page 7) 
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momenta and looked around and then 
towards where 1 could see the lights of 
the town. Ae I looked, one by one thcy 
dimmed until it seemed that the gloom 
which had so suddenly fallen over my 
spirits iiadcast itself o'er all the country- 
side, and instead of the friendly hillside 
rown, which I.knew so well, there was an 
unfriendliness and inhospitality bo strange- 
ly at variance with all my former thoughts 
concerning it. 

Many were the times when I had joy- 
ously careered across those Relde from 
our country cot* on those daya when my 
mother tooknie with her to the town. 
Its narrow, hilly streets were full of won- 
derment, and its merchants ever had a 
ready smile for me — for did not my mother 
serve them honestly with the small wares 
she brought to their market, and so was 
she not alwaya welcome — and her sons? 

"Escpect no kindne&s here'' 

But now ao I gazed — and I remember 
It throush all the years — it seemed ns 
thuugh ewuic unfiieiiuiy spirit had taken 
pos^^asion of the town; as if it were saying 
— '"Ejipect nn kindnc&s here." It maybe 
that tho^ were not the actual workings 
of my mind at the moment, and that 1 
am now ^tting down that which has come 
to mc ao a result of my after-knowtedge, 
but it is true that ae I looked away across 
the plain. Bethlehem did not eeem quite 
the same — but then ! had never seen it 
at night from the aheepfold. 

Tlie eingers had ceased thetr song, and 
the fires had lost some of their glow, and 
not a little of their warmth, and I nestled 
down n»Bin h«twe«n my fnther and my 
new found friend, and gazed, and gazed 
away skyward. TTie night had. as 1 &ay, 
taken on a strange stillness, only dib- 
turhed by the occasional bleat of the 
sheep, and aonne movements they made in 
their dreams — if eo Ik that they do dream. 
My father, now and again, passed a 
friendly word with the shepherds, perhaps 
to teat their wakefulness, and I strove 
with might and main also to maintain 
my own watchfulness. 

And then my father gave a cry of 
surprise, and lifting' himself on his elbow, 
looked towards the city; and I. now fuHy 
awake, did the same. And there we Baw 
a star in the heavens the like of which had 
flurelv never been seen before. It huncr 
az i "gsldiT. lainp.in the -ky; nof cold pp^ 
silver ad had the other stars of the night, 
but with a gleaming, regal giuw wliicli 
proclaimed it as the very Queen of the 
Heavens. There had been no such tight 
in the sky when last I looked In that 
direction, and I rubbed my eyes* thinking 
it might have been a part of a wondrous 
drconir but it shone the brighter. 

As I looked it Eeemed to me that the 
earlier unfriendliness of the city's aspject 
had pSLSsed away and that this new light 
said. "Here is a welcome for everybody. 



none need ever more be friendless and 
alone. Steadily the Star shone, and 
^vcry oiher light grew pale until it covered 
the whole of that sleeping town with its 
^""^'o/t^S glow- All around us the 
^U J I "^"^ wrapped in darkness— all 
the darker because of that mysterious 
orb m the distance. 

Then as we waited, wondering and still, 
just over our heads there seemed to come 
a wondrous breaking of the daWn— and 
yet It wanted hours to that period of our 
wetciiing: a breaking of the dawn is the 
only way in which I can describe it: a 
dayspnng from on high. Not in the 
tast where we might have looked for 
the dawning, but away in the skies over- 
head. It seemed to take on a brighter 
and greater glory than that wonderful 
atar which stitl hung over the town, and 
r il f V , «*mpafiaon with this fresh 
M&nt, faded ever so little. And we were 
sore afraid. 

"Never have I seen such marvels in 
the heavenB," said my father. The f-ar 
at my heart caused me to clutch at his 
girdle as he started to his feet. By ihis 
time all the men were gazing skyward 
and a strange, strange hush fell on all 
around. The very sheep seemed to ceaae 
their restless movements, and the cattle 
their murmured lowings. 

Clanking of broken ch&ino 

As we watched the widening rift in 
the sky there fell on our ears — wc all 
heard it — a sound of marvellous aweet- 
neas. At first it sounded like the rushing 
murmuring of some river; a sound of 
waters sprinsin^ up in the dpfM»rt — »o it 
seems to me now. As I listened, and 
think of it again after all these years, it 
told of weary travellers finding refresh- 
ment from the tolls of the long, long 
day; and then it seemed as if one could 
hear the g&sp of multitudes as they sighed 
their relief at the laying down of burdens; 
and then — is it my fancy now? — there 
came the clanking of broken chains which 
turned to the veritable harmonies of joy- 
bells; and all the time we waited for that 
which we knew notj and in spite of the 
wonder and beauty of it all— we were 
sore afraid, but with a fear which had in 
it a marvellous thrill of expectation. 

Then it came upon the midnight clearl 
That voice — that voice of the very 
heavens. Ihe sweetness of i^\ The 
gentle charm ea it came down out of the 
rapturous welter of which I have tried 
to tell I 

And there appeared amidst that wtden- 
mg glory an angelic being the like of 
which I had only pictured when hearing 
the Scripture story. The purity of the 
appearance was hesrond anything I can 
describe, and yet seemed to harmonize 
with the wonderful strains which had been 
filling our ears, and the angel spake out 
of the glory of the Lord round about him. 
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and we listened with awe in our hearts. 

"Ye men of Bethlehem; ye humble, 
poor folk," it 'seemed to say; "Fear not. 
for behold I bring you good tidings of 
great joy, which Hhafl be to nil people. 
For unto you is born this day in the 
City of Ouvid^a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord." 

Again the murmuring music held us 
entranced, and we bowed ourselves to 
the ground, when once more the Voice 
spake, and continued "And this shall be 
a sign unto you; ye shall find the Babe 
wrapped in swaddling clothes. lying in 
a manger." 

And suddenly there was with the angel 
a multitude of the heavenly host praising 
God, and saying, ''Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, goodwill 
toward men." 

Shall I ever forget the glory of that 
chorus; the wonder of it all: the thrill. 
the beauty. Once more there came to 
us, this time as with a burst of n^elody 
the like of which had never been since 
the morning stars sang together, and it 
seemed to me — I know it did to me, 
whatever it may hove been to the others 
— that every shackle on earth had been 
broken, and that this world was to know 
fjeace for evermore. "Glory to God in 
the highest." 

As the strains fell away, and the glory 
of that revelation slowly passed, the 
strange midnight-dawn faded down into 
the darkness once more, and we caught 
another glimpse of the golden glow over 
Bethlehem, and it seemed to say "Come, 
come." And rising from the ground on 
which we had fallen prostrate the time the 
heavenly host was singing. I heard ii»y 
father say, "Come, let us also go unto 
Bethlehem an-d see this thing which is 
come to pass, which the Lord hath made 
known unto us. Let us go and worship." 

Ctiapter 2.— ^tiicti ieU£ fiob] S Satn tlu 

Nothing would content me but that I 
should go also. The morning dawn was 
already breaking over the fields when 
we came down to the c^tage where my 
mother eagerly awaited ua. Some faint 
stirrings of the rkight had reached her, 
but she knew naught of that which had 
come to us at the sheepfolds, To us 
whose duty and joy it was to watch the 
sheep had first come the great tidings, 
(Surely after that mighty scene in which 



we had been allowed to participate, no 
one would regard the shepherds as a 
class apart). It was with a wonderful 
uphft in my spirit — and maybe esicite- 
ment withal — I strove to tell my mother 
of the thing's I had witnessed and heard. 
Of the beautiful etar over the city; of 
the song of the first angel; and the mighty 
swelling of the great chorus* which even 
then {and is now) was ringing in my ears. 

My mother smiled indulgently as she 
set about making the morning meal, and 
so. eagerly taking my brothers outside, I 
endeavored to tell them of my adventure. 
I heard my mother's soft questioning of 
my father, and his grave replies — as now 
and anon he besought her to hurry for 
he was keen on getting to the city. 
Even now I can see sny mother 

As I say, nothing would do but I must 
also go. My brothers, whom I had filled 
full of my tale, were slow to leave for the 
daily sheep tending, but my father hasted 
them away, and then, he and I and my 
young shepherd friend led the rest of 
the herdsmen citywards. Even now I 
can see my mother shading her eyes with 
her hand as she watched ua take our 
ways across the plain. 1 remember I 
wanted her to be one of our company, 
but, mother like, she stayed behind to 
do the family tasks and to have the house 
ready against our return. 

So speedy had been our brief meal 
that the traces of the night still held 
across the sky as we nearcd the hill 
leading to the city gate, and now — faint 
against the morning brightness — we could 
see the glow of that wonderful dayspring 
star — even yet hovering over the town. 

The gates were just opcnrng as wc 
arrived, and we, perforce, had to stand 
aside while passed out a throng of those 
whom duty or pleasure called to the 
worship at Jerupalem — thpt wonder Cjty 
whose goldeii towem ^,''ere gleamins in the 
distance from the rays of the fast rising 
sun. Sedate Levite, and haughty Phari- 
see, and proud Romrm — they passed us 
OS we waited. Going up to epend the 
day at the Capital City in worship or 
pleasure or du^ os the case might be. 
The Levite and the Pharisee to pass it 
in sacrificing and in joining in the daily 
worship at the Temple; the Roman to 
stalk the streets in proud arrogance. 
There also poured forth a crowrl who ha 
come up for the "Numbering," as m 
father Vftguely called It — they too passe 
(ConiinueJ on page 20) 
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Christmas Day in the City ©f Peking 



By Mrs. Staff-Captain Beckett 
of International Headquarters, London, E.C. 



the children to 

^e. young OS 

they were* ^low 

ths Givera do 

roaUy> pumdoai' 

cal as it may 

seem, have the 

beat of it. 

>~pHE AIR was, crisp and cold.- The With the quick and novel jounicy ed- 

1--"- . sunshine^ made doubly bright by its ready referred to, we ^lon found our^vea 

% rejection ih the clear ice of the lake, wending our way down the lane that led 

v^s daziling but deceiving; for it con- to a large open opace on which had hcssx 

veyed Iittl6 vrannth. Wc snuggled down erected a crude but oerviccable building. 

into" the collars of our fur-lin^ coats, Over a scatfolding liad been fastened 

puU^ our caps over our ears, and crept atraw matting, two or thr^ layera thick* 

a bit closer to eacJi other, for the ice boat with further straw mats for the roof. 

on which we were travelling afforded There is no rain to bo foarsl. and the 

lit^B protection from the weather. Sails snow easily slides off the slippery surfara 

v/ere' useleos that calm day, albeit the of the matting. Inside all was &nu^ and 

a 'strong rope he ran ahead and pulItKi the mats, it was possible to feel some com- 

ucitil the boat's velocity was increased fort, which accounted for the row of 

by ita momentum r then he sat on the edge "Lea Miserables" who, whilst waiting in 

of- the boat for a rest until it slowed down the queue for admission, pressed their 

again and required another puU. By fac^ close against the walls. ^ js j 
this means our progress was reasonably 



It was dark. The glimmer of the oil 
lamp that hung between the two rooms 
only accentuated the shadows at^ this 
end of the room. A smell of burning — 
cloth, hair, flesh, A hurried alarm, and 
hia charred body is found lying acrt^s 
iio burning embers. Wan)Q> Ah, yea, 
vmrm at lastl 
The embadimont of u pathetic story 

Wc mingle with the crowd, every unit 
of which is the embodiment of a pathetic 
story. Here is a strong-looking young 
rickshaw coolie. If he was alone he could 
earn enough money to keep himself, but 
when his pittance must be divided be- 
tween three, his mother and grandmother 
both being unfortunate enough to be 
widows with do surviving offspring but 
hisaself, it is pi di^ewmt Esatter. His 



'"^faat, and long before we had had too much 
of this novel mode of travelling, we saw 
the further shore of the lake loojning into 
sight. 

Carried out Army traditions 



Too eoon for ^distribution 

The large building consisted of thr^ 
compartments. In the central one. where 
food was prepared, a huge cauldron and 
stove formed the main articles of fumi- 
The time was Christmas Day and the ture. The porridge was hoiled in the 
place was the city of Peking. A SeJva- cauldron, and the chimney of the stove, 
tion Army family, we had carried out instead of conveying the smoke and heat 
Army traditions and had already taken direct to the outer air, was made to wind 
part in. a busy Chris tmaatide. Carolling inland out underneath the brick k'ang 

early by that excitement which is the whole length of the room) in the other 

same the Christian world over, v/hen two compartments, forming a rtsting 

there are children in the house; "Look, place for the night, both warm and eleep- 

Mum, what Santa Claus has brought producing. 
me!" "Say, Dad, how did old Father 
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We were nearly an hour too eoon for 

the actual distribution, but a crowd, or- 

r , ■ • J r- J L ..L derly enough and with the stolid patience 

last, a visit around to L-omrades, both l ^ ■ »' f *.l i.*— „t- i.. 

^i_ . J £ • -ti. ui characteriBtic or the nation, already 



-Christmas know my aize>" 
' There had been a rushed, eKcited break- 



Ch.n«e and foreign, with seasonable ,hrong=d the doora. The fragrant stram 

greetings, a friendly word or two to |^|^^^ ^^^ ^j, ^ ^ j ^^ ^j 

Ch.neseempoye« and then the d«.aiolJ ;„ ^j reward^ those who had been 

to go and help in the extra distr button or 7* ^ ^ ^ ^ ^, r. ^ i u u.. 

rj L-L TT-A—' t lortunatc to get there first, and brought a 

food which was The Army a way of ; ^^ ^^ ^^ f.^ „, „.„« t„ 

KUcheM ® Ch"8tma^ '" the Porridge ^^^^^ ^.^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^ ^ ^^^ 

For the world is composed of Givers The piles of large basins were stand- 
ajid Takers, and we thought it well for ing ready, for the Officers had started 

Work good and early. Indeed, the 
night had been a sad one and had 
brought them little rest. 

Shiver, shiver and shiver 

Have you ever been really cold; 
not juBt cold in the extremities 
and chilly in your body: but be- 
numbingly cold, till the pain of it 
ceases and only the misery remains? 
So cold that sitting by a huge fire 
for an hour does not warm you; so 
cold that, covered with plenty of 
warm straw on a warmed bed, you 
cannot stop tnac continual shivering 
which eeems internal as well as ex- 
ternal? A man as cold aa that had 
crept into the shelter on Christmas 
Eve. He had slept in doorways 
with the temperature at, or below 
zero for nights. His food had been 
cold scraps for which he had fought 
with the pariah dogs at the rich 
man's door, but he was luo cold 
even to feel hunger. The Officers 
had allowed him to sit close to the 
iiuge brazier of red-hot coals, with 
which the sleeping compartments 
were heated, until far into the night; 
then he had crept to the place 
assigned him between others of his 
ilk. But not to sleep. To shiver, 
shiver, shiver, until all else was quiet 
and the watchman was well on his 
way to the end of the other large 
sleeping compartment. Then out the 
The row of "Les Miserable&* waiting shivering man crept for just one 

for admission more attempt to get worm. 




One hy one they take the hasin of hoi milld 

grandmother he carries on his back, for 
the stumps of her bound feet on which 
she has tottered for go long have at last 
become numb and useless, and one would 
not dare undo the rags that bind them for 
fear of what one might find! The mother 
stands close by the side of her son, for 
even Chinese beggar mothers con be 
proud of stalwart sons who chivalrously 
protect them. 

That old woman with her face pressed 
close against the place where the chimney 
emerges through the matting into the 
open air is no beggar. She is pa shih 
to oui (more than tighty years old) she 
tells us, and works for her living collect- 
ing scraps of paper and rag in the street. 
She has already, this Christmas morning, 
collected quite a lot, so much that she 
finds it a relief to take the large basket 
off her back and stand it on the ground 
while she warms herself and waits ror her 
meal. If she does not have to spend the 
few coppers she earns on food, she may 
be able to save enough, in time, to buy a 
secondhand coat, not quite so disreputable 
as the one she is wearing, and so keep her 
old bones a little warmer than they are. 

The orthodoK menditcnt look 

We wander in and out amonj^st the 
crowd. Some gather their rags closer as 
we approttch, and put on the orthodox 
mendicant's expression, but in many eyes 
there comes a took of grateful recognition 
— not of our faces but of our uniform — 
for The Army of the Helping Hand is 
making itself understood, and tUey have 
discovered that we represent the Givers, 
taking our crismplc from the great Giver 
of 2.11, v/ho loved the %varld— of wliicli 
China is so large a part — so much that 
He gave His deareat and beat. 

Wc aro talking to a blind man find 
woman who have a little baby that can 
see. We offer to hold it for a moment and 
the mother says. "Don't take it far 
away, will you? It's all we have!" We 
have admired its dirty Itttle brown face, 
and given it back to her, when an es- 
pcctant tremor runs through the crowd. 

The door is opened and they sweep in. 
One ' by one they take the basin of hot 
millet that is handed to them — the extra 
cake and tneat for Christmas will be 



given them as they go out — and go an<j 
sit cross-legged in rows on the floor of the 
long Hall. From somewhere under the 
raga they produce chopsticks, and bits 
of salted vegetable or salted meat, iano* 
cent of paper covering and smelting no&c 
the better (or that, and the (east be^bs 
The hlind, of whom there are seventy or 
eighty, have a corner all to themscives, 
but the appearance of their basins m a 
few minutes' time proves that, though the 
sense of sight may be gone, some othtr 
£ens£i replaces it for some purposes, for 
not a grain of raillet is left either inaide 
or outside the basins. Five hundroj 
people, chopsticks licked clean, a bops 
bom of a nourished body springing up 
within them to help them bear thebunlsns 
of the day, sit and listen whilst, in a few 
simple Chipf'?? words, the Officer ^r^plaaj 
the great Gift that Ch'^istmas celebrates, 
and asks if any of these Takers would !i^ 
to follow the example of the great Giver, 
and give — iheniselvea. 

Tliere is a eudden constemarion in one 
comer. The little white children have 
wandered in and out amongst the crowd 
causing great in terest by their ready 
r^ponse to all remarks made in the 
Chinese tongue. But now the httlt 
three^year-^ld is weeping. Gifts of 
porridge, aalted ve^^table. a piece of 
colored paper ingeniously twisted mto 
semblance of a toy are all otfered in guc* 
cession. But none of these assuage du 
tears. With a storm of sobs she hidfis 
her fare in Her mother's bosom, and 

CEico, "\jil, iTJuliiuiy. Lucy va gul iiULiimij 

May 1 give them all my things?" Jn the 
short space of two hours she had learned 
a lifelong lesson, and, leaving the Takers 
forever, she had joined the Givera. For 
ic is ever "more blessed to give than to 
receive." 
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IWISH all my readers a haj 
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way of happiness, out I fear 
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meaning. We th'mk happy t 
nection with Christmas: thoui 
of gifts and pleasures, of ho 
feasts and excitement — all 
brings to many. And in thir 
think "5? gU ^he™ things, ro* 
speaks, not at all of the Chri 

Christmas day is a notal 
remind one another that Jesu 
us. The Christ is the centra 
feaat. He b the gicat fact 
did come. He came from J- 
might go from earth to Heav 

His own receivi 
He came to His own, thou 
not. They cast Him from I 
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journey by motor, 1 felt r&ths 
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^HAT a wealth of men 
dear homeland the vi 
Christmas brings fi 
happy, tender recollections < 
life. How we love to took 
those glorious care-free days. 

The Yule Tide celebtatior 
is not confined to one day c 
have twenty successive days c 
ally for such a long holiday 
must make a great deal of 
j^ccuruing to lui uiu uuaLuiii 
the thrifty housewife mus 
much as possible of the difl 
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good and early. She will h 
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curing, and so forth, which 
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meat We see in the delicatcs: 
today. In olden times they 
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I WISH all my readers a happy Christmas and a glad 
New Year What a great fact is happiness r How 
gcne'oua a gift of the Creator is our capacity for 
happiness, given, without respect of persona, to all! 

I would remind you that if you are to be happy, 
it will chiefly depend upon yourself. A happy Christ- 
moff-^thia good English phrase largely x>oints ua to the 
way of happine^. but I fear its meaning is too often 
obscure. Wc uae the words apart from their real 
meaning. ^ We think happy thoughts, perhaps, in con- 
nection with Christmas; thoughts of friendly re-uniong. 
of gifts and pleASures. of holidays and excursions, of 
feasts and escitement: — all these things Chriatmas 
brings to many. And in thmking of Christmas, many 
think ef =i* these things, not at ?-!! of v/KaE: the wcij 
a[»ak&. not at all of the Christ of Chriatmas. 

Christmas day is a notable anniversary. Let ua 
remind one another that Jesus Christ came tc be Vr-ith 
us. The Christ is the central figure of the Christmas 
icaaE. He is tKa grcit E-ct. He came. He realjy 
did come. He came from Heaven to earth, that we 
might go from earth to Heaven. 

HU own received Him not 
He came to Hia own, though His own received Him 
not. They cast Him from them. They ci-ied. "Not 
this man bul Barabbael" But He came to them. 

He came to call sinners to repentance. Yes, He 
comes today in this same way. Morning and evening, 
summer and winter, by His Spirit in the hearts of Hia 
foliowcra. He is ceJling still to sinners. 

journey by motor. ! felt rather depressed by the crowds 
of apparent pleafiure-seekers streaming along the roads. 
I haa not been cheered by any glimpse of Salvation 
Army uniform, othcf than diat of the Comrade sitting 
by my side, and the crowds depressed me with the 
f«ling that God, whose beautiful sun had been shining 
upon us all the day long, seemed so utterly forgotten. 



Suddenly a litde crowd at the corner of a aide street 
attract«l our attention. It was a Salvation Army 
Open-Air Meeting, with the Flag and a small group of 
uniformed Salvationists, and a little crowd of outsidera. 
They were praying, and joy again took possession of 
me as I thought that our land, on this Saturday even^ 
ing, contained hundreds of such groups, bearing their 
testimony and sending out the call to sinners. 

He came forth from the Father to do the wilt of 
Him that sent Him; to show what the Father wants 
of Hia sons and daughters here below; to be our ex- 
ample—this beautiful Christ of Christmas. 

To be near sinners who are offenders 

Think of HtB cominfr. Hr came f-o be n^ar to 
sinners and offenders. Not only did He come to this 
world not only did He became a partaker of flesh and 
blood as we are, but He came near to ua in feeling and 
thought. Separate He is from sinners, yet how near 
to them He comes. He is "touched with the feeling 
of our infirmities." He is able to succour those that 
are tempted, because "He himself hath suffered being 
tempted. ' Yes, He came to be on our plane, not 
a high and lofty one, but a meek and lowly Jesus. 

What a lesson is this for us who are Salvationists f 
We are to follow Him in this nearness to einners. How 
the de9tro3%r of souls tried to come into our holiest 
things, and just when we are most blessed, to bring 
us into the spirit of the Pharlseet In those precious 
moments when we ought to speak with God and tell 
Him of our own shortcomings, like the Pharisee who 
' 'prayed with hiTtiee! f ^ " we pray %vi t h oi irnel v^fl, n,n d 
thank God that we are nor as others are, and review 
our good deeds. When this spirit enters, we make a 
gulf between ourselves and the poor sinners. They 
cannot pass over to come to us, they feel our separate- 
ness, and we feel no desire to draw near to them. 
Our self-righteousness repels them. 

If you are a wearer of the beautiful words, "The 



Salvation Army," let the Ciirist of Christmas speak to 
you of His nearness to sinners, of Hie accessibUlty. 
of His tenderness, of His understanding sympathy, 
and remember that in this He left an example that you 
should foUow in His steps. He wants through you to 
be near to those that are afar off. 

His coming is shown in the idea of His calling to 
us. He is f:alling to siimers, "Come unto Me. 1 am 
the Saviour of sinners." Wherever there is a sinner 
ready to seek Him, there He is ready to pardon and 
save. 

"1, if 1 be lifted up. will draw all men unto Me." 
Are you exalting Him in this sense, my Comrade8> 
Can He speak the call to sinners through you? Has 
He given to you the powf*r He gave to His firat follow- 
ers, so that you can take the lame by the hand, and bid 
them rise up and walk> 

Best of all. He not only came, but He remains with 
us, "1 am with you always, even unto the end of the 
world." His coming was aii abiding. How very 
much this means: His cheer, His assurance, Hia word 
in our heart: "In the world ye shall have tribulation, 
but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world/' 

Haa He cortte to you? 
Has He f»me to you. my Comrade, in this way, 
overcoming in you the world and ail that is unlike 
Himself? You came to Him as a sinner. You have 
received pardon and peace. And now Hia great desire 
is to abide with you that His victory may be yours. 
This He carmot do until you are willing that He should 
possess you fully. He saye: "Behold^ I stand at the 

Jesus haa come. He is 'here. If you receive Him 
you will be made like Him. We also may be sons and 
daughters of God. But if Christ be rejected, then 
life, happiness, peace, and aJl that is worth ha%ring is 
also rejected. 

May your ChnRtmas be happy in the true sense of 
His having come, and of His abiding presence! 



^HAT a wealth of memories of my ^^^^;a^=Sf^^^^^£SS^^5f^^^^^^g^^^^^^ 

dear homeland the very name of 

Christmas brings forth. What 
happy* tender recollections of childhood 
life. How we love to look beck upon 
those glorious care-fiee days. 

The Yule Tide celebration in Sweden 
is not confined tc one day only, but we 
have twenty successive days of it. Natur- §£^SS55SSS5SKSJi35SS3^KS;^S5^^SSS5SS^S^^Sf^^^^ 
ally for such a long holiday season, we 
must make a great deal of preparation. 



Christmas in Sweden 

By Mrs. Major Larson (St* Louis, U.S.A.) 



the thrifty housewife must make as 
much as possible of the different foods. 
This means^ that she will have to start in, 
good and early. She will have to pre- 
pare her meats, preserving, pickling, 
curing, and bo forth, which will fill her 
store house with all the fancy appetizing 
meat we see in the delicatessen snops of 
today. In olden times they also had to 
got ready their own candles, but in later 
days electricity haa made this unneces- 
sary. 

Delicious cookies pnd pastries 

Then comes the baking season, when 
the Kyc Cri^p is made and the many 
different delicious cookies and pastries 
which all can easily be put away in boxes. 
There is also sewinv. and the makine of 
the different gifts, etc. 

In the meantime the children arc also 
having exciting times, calling council 
together, planning presents for mother, 
father, aunties, and uncles. Coming 
closer to the Jioliday season and being 
rushed with work, friends are invited to 
Bewing bees, engaging all night, yes, even 
the early hours of the morning to work 
on so to get everything iinishcd in time. 
What a jolly time they all have^ no one 
ever gela sleepy vl\ such occasions. 

In every well ordered home the work is 
completed by the morning of Xmas Eye. 
The tree is decorated and the finishing 



touches put to everyth-ng, the sheaf of 
_,^:__ „^. Ij. . n-rby tr^, f=r the birdie?. 
must not be forgotten. 

The Christmas tree is lighted 

At 4 o'clock in the afternoon there are 
Church services held, IE not in the country 
places, at least in the cities, after which 
the stores being closed, everybody hastens 
home to a 5 o'clock cup of coffee. From 
now on the streets are deserted for the 
evening, it would only be a honicicas 
wanderer who would venture out on such 
a night, or a busy helper of Santa's, or 
that very high person himself. TTie 
Christmas tree is lighted, everybody is 
called to the living room, hymns arc sung, 
and very 5*wun Stirita Claus (in Sweden 
called "Jultomten") will appear, or per- 
finnn hning too busv hiniself sends one of 
hie c^TJic to rinf; \h^ .IwrUll anrf Ic^vc. a 
basket of gifts outside, or better still to 
roll a huge parcel in through the door and 
disappcur unnoticed during the excite- 
ment. Afler the evening meal, father 
reads once again the wonderful story of 
the "Coming of the Christ Child." then 
there are the family prayers, in which all 
take part, man servant and maid, if 
diere be such. The house is then set in 
order for the night and the entire house- 
hold retires, because in the early hours 
of the morning everybody must be awake 
and ready to go to the House of God. 

So far it has only been more of a family 
nffnir Biid home celebration. Now starts 



the religious celebration, the best part of 
the Holiday Scascii. The purt of it 
chat has set its stamp indelibly upon my 
heart and memory for life. 

Ju.nt imagine the impression it would 
make, being out in the early winter 
morning together with your family; 
wherever 3rou turned you would see 
crowds of people, crowds almost like the 
"5 o'clock rush," only there would not be 
the same hurry and noise, L<>w conversa- 
tion, though not depressing, but an up* 
lilting, joyful, reverent atmosphere. The 
sound of the Church bells, the thousands 
of shining lights, beaming upon you from 
the churches, chapels, and Army Halls. 

I felt OS if 1 was walking with the 
shepherds of old. but no, it was not over 
the hills of judca my steps did echo: this 
■tvr..", the tvv'?;Titi=th ce.'itury pilijrimage. 
and wc had found Him, we were only re- 
newing our worship. 

Everybody gathered in church 

Six o'clock finds everybody gathered in 
the church and citadel and to the mighty 
accompaniment of pipe organ or silver 
band, thousands of voices song together 
the old well-known hymn, Sv. Ps. book 
No. 55, in which the poet so beautifully 
eKpresses the thought that young and 
old of the human race have met together 
to worship in prayer and in song, the 
greatest of its sons. A most impressive 
service follows, the whole Meeting lasting 



about an hour and a quarter. Enough 
time between for breakfast and rest. 
Eleven o'clock finds us again ready for 
a wonderful Holiness Meeting. A full 
Sunday's program does our Xmas Day 
involve, and the following day, which is 
a Holy day also. 

But what about the family dinner? 
Oh yes, somebody stayed behind and 
cooked the duck or goose, and the family 
together with some relatives and friends 
rind time to eat it, but the Meetings 
must not be missed. The more we have 
of them, the more like reel Christmas it 
is. Thus ie the whole Yuletide taken up 
with Meetings and glorious festivities of 
different kinds. 

The Slum Sisters invite the families 
in their neighborhood to our Halls where 
they arc treated to lots of good food and 
plenty of Gospel. Al.so the old folk.i are 
remembered, and the drunkards, have 
their special evening; then we have 
several entertainments for the young 
people and the children. 

Quotes a verse of Scripture 
New Ye-ars Day and the 6th of January, 
called tha'TTiirteenth Day," both with a 
full Sunday's program, and by now tUe 

winter campaign is in lull swing. Tile 

thirteenth of January is called "Knut'a 
Day," this is the last on the program and 
there are generally children's parties. 
The Christmas tree is lighted for the last 
time. Each child ligh ts a ca^Ldle and 
quotes a verse of Scripture about the 
light, or sings a little chorus. At the 
conclusion of the program the tree is 
carried out. all helping to do tt. 

Thus the door is closed on Christmas 
once more, but what a happy time it has 
been, what wonderful blessings it has 
brought, what glorious opportunities for 
intensive soul-saving it has presented, 
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« WAR C^IW. M-l^ 

esire o: 

By LT.-COMMISSIONER CHAS. T. RICH 



'"f^HE world has always de- 
sired one who should 
fulfil all its 'ideals of 
beauty. Bjeauty of physique; 
beauty of character ; beauty of 
teaching ; beauty of life ; beauty 
of love. A being of matchless 
beauty^of person and character. 
There has silways been the dim 
idea of the coming of such an one, and 
that when he should come he should verily be 
the "Desire of all Nations". 

Hebrew history is rich with the promise of 
His coming. While the rest of the world 
dreamed that One such should come, the 
Jews firmly held to the belief that it was for 
snd in thsir ristion H^ w^-*? to b^. PrOT?KF?ts 
and seers especially foretold Him. 

"The sceptre shatt not depart from Jitdah, nor a latv- 
giaer from bettvcen Hip fezi, until Sbitob come; and unto 
Him shall the galherino of the people Ac." — Gen. 49: JO, 

"And He said, *U is a light thing that thou shouldat 
be my servant to raise up the tribes of Jacob; and to restore 
the preseroed of Israel: I will also sif^ thee for a light to 
the GentileSt that thou mayest lie my sataalion unto (he 
end of the earth.' Thus saith the Lord, the Redeemed of 
Israel, and his Holy One, to him IVhom man despisdh, to 
him iVhom the nation abhorr^, to a servant o/fr«/ers,j^mgs 
shall see and arise, princes also shall toorship, because 
of the Lard thai is faithful, akd the Holy One of Israel, 
and he shall choose Thee." Is. 49: 6-7. 

And by such sayings and prophecies as 
tness tne J^ws K^pt HitvK tueir none or tne 
Coming One. They were only a small 
nation, but in this wise they maintained a 
very real and royal dignity. Small they 
were, but truly great — made and kept so, by 
the national hope — nay, certainty — that from 
them should arise this Holy One. 

Might it not be argued that this hope 
contributed more than anything else to the 
keeping alive of their ideals; to the maintain- 
ing of their standards of life and conduct. 
Would it not help in keeping alive that 
separateness from the world around them. 
Preventing them from entering into en- 
tangling and God - dishonoring alliances. 
Would they not be dominated unconsciously 
by the thought that with this great privilege 
came a mighty rasponsibilit^''. If froni out 
of them was to come this Desire of all Na- 
tions, then what manner of persons ought 
they to be? 

So the vision of the Coming One was 
always the vision of One glorious within and 
without; One Who would right the wrongs 
of their nation, restore its lost glory, and 
deliver them from the bondage of the oppres- 
sor Their eyes were always filled with a 
vision of national splendour, onee more they 
would take their place in the forefront of 
the nations of the world as a Royal Race 
and an Imoenal People 

And through all the vicissitudes of their 
hiGtsry the visis" l-ved on _ !; "'as there, 
vitally there, when the Babe was born in 
Bethlehem. So definitely was it in the very 
warp and woof of their thinking, that after 
three years of the actual company of Jesus — 
three years of teaching that His Kingdom was 
not cf this world — that at the very last, on 
the Aecension Mount, the deepest thought in 
the national consciousness was revealed in 
the question, "Wilt Thou not at this time 
restore the Kingdom to Israel?" How 
strangely ready the human mind is to re- 
spond to the idea of physical power and 



Territorial Commander for Canada IVesl 

pomp and grandeur, and all the outward 
show of a great nation. Are we not in danger 
ourselves of forgetting -the warning of one 
of our own poets? 

"God oF our fathers, known of old, 
Lord of our far flung battle line. 

Beneath whose awfui Hand we held 
Dominion over palm and pine — 

Lord God of f-losts, be with us yet. 

Lest we forget, lest we forget. 

"The tumult and the ehouting dies, 

The Captains and the Kings depart. 

Stiil stands thine ancient sacrifice. 
An hun\blfc and a contrite heart. 

Lord God of Hosts be with us yet. 

Lest we forget, lest we forget." 




This !c?pp of povi'-ir and tlit rriau desire 
for it in a physical sense has had the world 
in chains from the beginning — almost — of 
history. Millions of lives have been sacri- 
ficed to it; the treasury of the world again 
and again exhausted. And what is true of 
the nations is equally true of individuals. 
Desire gone mad in a variety of ways. Man 
driven by insatiable desire for something 
ihac is forever eluding him 

It is not unlike the prophetic promise to 
the Hebrews Just as m one case the 
prophecy was misunderstood and misapplied, 
and led to acts which contributed the dark- 
est page in all history, so this individual 
desire this insatiety, this miiunderstsndmg 
of God 3 purposes for us, have led to dark 
pages in human history, and to tragedies of 
individual lives, the record of which makes 
the heart more than sad. 

The Hebrews failed to understand the 
promise They listened to their prophets' 
glorious anthems of the Coming One, but 
only heeded the tnumphant chords, they 
did not heed the strains of humility, or the 
heart-rending minor notes of sorrow and 
sacrifice They gloried in the tnumphant 
note of Isaiah's song- 



"For unto us a child is born, unto us 
a son Is gteen, and the gooernmeni shall is 
upon his shoulders: and his name shall be 
colled IVanderful, Counsellor, The Mighty 
God, The Eecrlojling Father, The Prince of 
Peace." 

"Of the increase of Hts gooernmeni and 
peace, there shall be no end, upon the throne 
of Daotd, and upon hts kingdom to order it, 
and to establish it intlh Judgment and with 
Justice from henceforth eeen for ewr. The 
zeal of the Lord of Hosts will perform this." 

But they failed to appreciate the glorious 
minor music which sang so thrillingly and 
so hopefully of One Who was: 

"Wounded for our transgressions." "Marred o/ 
visage more than any man." "No heaaly that me should 
desire Him." 

it is this age-long error that the human 
heart is always making. The mistake that 
the avid desire of the heart can ue satisfied 
with the things that can be seen and handled 
Always the desire for something bigger and 
better for ourselves; always the urge ouf. 
Ward for the satisfying of the desire. Yet, 
always the sweet beg of the Christ — "The 
Kingdom of God is within you". 

This misdirected desire leading to hatred 
and bloodshed; to devastating wars between 
nations; class war between communities: the 
clash of interests on every hand. The rush 
for v.'ealth, 'pleasure, and powci. D«?><irf 
desire, desire insatiable. Men rushing in 
every direction but the right one. Why? Is 
it not because the "God of this world hath 
blinded their eyes?" 

Then what is the message to us todays 
Just this, that although "there is no beauty 
in Him that we should desire Him," yet 
He is the Desire of all Nations, No beauty 
until blinded eyes are anointed with heavenly 
eye-salve, but when so touched we see the 
A.ltogc£hcr Lovely One, the Fairest among 
Ten Thousand, the Desired One. 

The heart of this world will never find rest 
until its vision is corrected; until it looks not 
upon things which are seen, but on the things 
Vi'hich are not seen. "For the things thatare 
seen are temporal, but the things which are 
not seen are eternal." Can "we whose eyes 
are lighted" help the world to this corrected 
vision? We can and we must by crying on 
every and any occasion: 

"Oh. come and look awhile on Him, 
Whom we have pierced, Who for us died. 
Together let us look and mourn. 
Thp- Christ rii C,r^ ig crt'"ifwi'" 

And so He stands in the midst to-day— 
the Lamb of God slan from the foundation 
of the world; the Desire of all Nations, and 
glad is His message to the restless heart of the 
world, the world laboring for bread which 
satistitth not, laboring for wealth, for pleas- 
ure, and for pov/er. Te that are heavy laden 
with unfilled desire, with the burden of 
thwarted hopes and unrealized ambitions 
With "the perished secret hopes", with vows 
unhonored, pledges unfulfilhd; with heart- 
breaking sense of failure, heavy-laden, oh, 
heavy laden with the burden of unforgiven 
sin, here is the Desire of the Nations, and 
He says: 

"Come unto me all ye thai labor and arc hcami fffifei 
and I will alee you rest, ta}^ my yoks upon you and fcsim 
of mc for I am nKck and lou>lsi In hoiri and ye shall fiad 
re^t unto your souls. ' 
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W/'H^*^^ MUOiH met Catherine 
1^^/ Mumford tor the first um<^ in I 

It WM at a party given by a 
mutual friend to which Mrs. and Mi&a 
Mumford were invited and William Booth 
made a late arrival. 

No Booner did the young man make 
nie appearance — a romentic ap[>earance, 
one coniecturea. at this respectable ten 
party — than his hoot seized upon him and insisted 
that he should recite a terrible American poem con- 
cerned with drunkenness. William Booth objccted- 
He did noB want to recite, but his irrepressible 
friend WJuld take no denial, and so WilJiarn Booth 
occupied the central place in that crowded drawing 
room and declaimed American poetry. 

Sided ontiroly with William Booth 
The recitation had a very awkward effect. It 
started e controversy. The guests were by no means 
convinced of the virtue of teetotaliam. They aaw 
conoiderable danger in the advocacy of so stringent a 
ffCKtpd. Suddenly into the midat of this disturbing 
diocueeion c&me Catherine Mumford with a down- 
rightness of opiiuon, a logic unrr.ntchtd in thixt rucii^. 
and a Gearching analysie, troublesome, one imagines, in 
a tea-party, and sided entirely ivith William Boollj. 

Thus was their first meeting marked by an alliance 
in battle. He eaw her again, more than once, and was 
incrcisingly impressed by her fsith. and h&r instinct 
fur worehip. He respected her, and no doubt dhe wa5 
one of^ thos& who, in those days of hia lay-ministry, 
unwittingly discouraged his "pulpit efforts" by the 
extent and quality of her intellect. 

On the day upon which he finally relinquished hie 
buainfefts career for ministry — the first day of his free- 
dom — he once more encountered FVIiss Mumford. The 
day wao April !Oth. 1852. Good Friday, his own birth- 
day, and that day on which his great oapiration had 
come to reality. 

Hie friend and host insinted thst he phoiild go with 
him to a special aervice. in a schoolroom not very far 
distant. Somewhat egainat hia will William Booth 
consented, and in the schoolroom once more en- 
countered Catherine Mumford. It was a fateful 
meeting. ^ At the conclusion of the service he escorted 
this wonderful young creature to }icr home, unu uu tlial 
journey both the man and the woman knew that they 
loved each other. 

There could be no other man 

It was one of those falling? in love which are as 
inistantaneouB afi they are mutual, which are neither 
approachsd^ nor immediatelj'^ foJIov/ed by any declara- 
tion of affection, and which manifest themselves, even 
in the midst of conversations altogether absorbed in 
other matters. Suddenly William Booth knew that 
he loved this woman, and at the some moment the 
womaji knew tha.t for her there could be no other man. 

What follows is one of the most remarkable and 
charming love-stories in the world — the love-5tory of a 
man and a woman in whoae hearts an extraordinary 
sense of religion had the uppermost place — to whom 
everything, secular and human, had a divine relativity, 
for whom God and Hrg worship were che chief ctuls t^i 
their CKistence. 

Oil Uit vciy ihreshalA cf this great lo^f- th*^ man was 
brought face to face with hard necessity. His posi- 
tion was insecure; his worldly prospects could not wdl 
be hJacker. For^ to iTesrn wifh, he was only an ir- 
regular minister; his miserable wage was guaranteed 
to him only for three months. It tortured him to 



'aT-^ i^'^^ whether he might openly and frankly confess 
o-?^. hie in™ for this women who was open?y er.d frenkly 



his friend 

Prayed and agonized over question 
. He prayed, and indeed, agonised over that ques- 
tion. The answer was uncertain and his action was 
uncertain. Withoit positively declaring his love, he 
hmted to this friend the dialress which haunted his 




thoughts. He made it clear to her that God must have 
his life, but asked, pitifully enough, and with much 
burning eloquence, whether he might rightfully look 
for companions! lip mt his irvuv'cd load. 

Nothing should be done in haste 

At length a period was fixed during which time they 
were to seek Divine guidance. And with that splendid 
honeaty which was go fine a trait in her character, the 
young womc^n made it clearly known that whatever 
might be their mutual feelings, nothing should be done 



in haste. As we have already said, a period 
was fused. ^C&therine Mumford regarded 
betrothal aa a most sacred act, and let it 
be plainly understood that, having once 
mutually decided on an engagement to be 
terminated with marriage, it was a serious 
o0ence against God, and against the human 
heart, for any violation of such promises to 
take place. 

Here is a charmincf, even old-world episode, in this 
seventy-years ago idyll. "Amongst the ways in which 
William sought to obtain light was the old-fashioned 
one of opening the Bible and receiving the first parage 
on which the eye fell, as the interpretation of God's 
pleasure, and this instance was rather curious, his eye 
falling upon. "And the two sticks became one in my 

However, this controversy could not go on for 
ever with two such hearta as theira, and consequently 
they eame to the conclusion and covenanted that come 
weal or woe they would sail life's stormy seas together, 
and on their knees they plighted their troth before the 
Lord. 

Extraordinary power and jn^tchless entKuBisBrn 
From the very firet Catherine Mumford recog- 
nised in William Booth a man of destiny, a man of 
extraordinary power, and almost matchless enthustaam. 
She looked up to him as to a superior force; she real- 
ised that he was one of those whose character would 
grow with life; whose power would increase with exer- 
cise; if ahe advised, reproved, instructed, or even — as 
she sometimes may have seemed to do — drove him, 
it was always as one who saw further into futurity. 

tinu rCJkcw tub u iiiULilci knows iVic oLicrigLii iiiLu vrlllch 

the child will grow. Catherine Mumford lived to be 
called "The Mother of The Salvation Army," and she 
was also the mother of the man who married her. 

On June the 16th 1855, William Booth and Cather- 
ine Mumford were married, both of them being twenty- 
six years of age. and there began a life companionship 
in the fullest sense the like of which has seldom been 
known, and which was to last until that chill October 
day thirty-five years later. — "H.B.'* 

L'envoi 

Says William Booth's gifted biographer in telling 
the story of this marriage, "and there was no congrega- 
tion," but as v/e read that sentence v^'c seem ta sec a 
mighty host whose thoughts turn in gratitude to 
Almighty God for this wonderful, yet sweetly simple 
and God-bieased love story. A countless multitude 
whose knowledge of a loving, saving Lord springs from 
the labors of those two at whose marriage "there was 
no congregation. "_ "Regions that Caesar never knew," 
give them filial spiritual acclaim, and shall do until 
the day of the great Marriage Feast. 

Our triumph is their triumph 

"No congregation!" No, not in that plain old 
London chapel of so forbidding appearancCf but on 
tliat foggy day in October 1890 when she went to her 
grave, and on that sun-lit August afternoon in 1912 
when he was laid down beside her in their last earthly 
resting place: when thousands watched our triumph 
in their triumph, and thousands more said of them — 
"At last ^ at last, they are not divided," — a mighty 
tio.-igicgutioii then, my Commdcsl 

And as we write we see another concourse and our 
heart is aglow, and our fingers tingle with haste to set 
it down in tune wich the metody ringing in our soui; 
From earth's wide bound and ocean's farthest coast: 
TfiTOush gates of pearl, streams in the countless ftosii 
Singing to Faiher^ Son and Holy Ghost, 

HalkJuJahl _-j- 
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loi m hhth tfjE WBdh, tfiat ^e pue ^i& mlf tiegorreii ®cn, cpt 
ifloSijebet tieliebetfj in ^im gfioulti tiol: petigfj, ftiit fjalic ctiEiiagtmg life. 

John 3. 16. 




Deamber 2J. 1927 



CHRISTMAS DAY 1892. in the "Forest City." 
London, Ont., was a proper, old- fashioned 
Canadian winter's day. Everything wao crack- 
ing and creaking with the frost- And one peering 
through the windowa — all frosted with wonderful orna- 
mentation — could see the Bnow flurries blowing around 
the houne corner, accumulating into great drifts; it 
wao bitterlj^ cold out of doors. While the storms were 
raging outside, there was real peace and comfort with- 
in our warm, humble> little cottage. It was the first 
Christmas of our wedded Ufe. and &o I may be pardoned 
if I remember it well on that account. Together on 
Christmas Day, and with the spirit of the Season in 
our hearts, we were very happy. 

W« h?,d SDSP.t !'Ke creater part cf *K* pr-t'-'icjs ti'-'o 
weeks in giving our ChristmaB Cheer to the needy. 
We had had a Tree for the children, and now having 
ministered to others, we sat down to the well-spread 
table and partook of our Christmas dinner with grate- 
ful and loving hearts, and with that good conscience 
and joy and satisfaction which is the portion of all who 
know the Christ of Christmas, 

Later on in the day, I remember, we had a wonder- 
fid Christmas Meeting in the Corps Citadel. The 
U3pic of the Meeting-was the Christ, "Who shall be 
called Wonderful, Counsellor, the Mighty God, the 
Everlaatang Father, the Prince of Peace;" the spirit 
of "Goodwill toward all men" prevailed. We sang 
together of Him of Whom it is said; 

"r-le comes the broken heart to bind. 
The wounded soul to cure. 
And with the trcas.ares u: Ills giacc 
To enrich the humble poor/' 

The Meeting come to a close by all present twine 
urged to observe the golden rule — to love all men, and 
be a friend to the stranger. 

We had scarcely gotten through uttering these 
words when there came an opportunity to do the 
practical. We are told in Cod's Word — "Let us love 
neither in word or in tongue, but in deed and in truth," 
and here was our immediate privilege to put those 
tniunctions into effect. 

The Meeting closed, and then a man with such an 
utterly downcast and discouraged look presented 
himself to me. He looked so thoroughly down and out 
tha.t OUT hearts ached for him* and we began im> 
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mediately to wonder whether his waa a case in which 
we could help. In a humble and straightforward, 
yet modest manner, he told his tale. 

"Sir/' said he, "I am a stranger; I have no money 
and no friends nearby. I have just come from Scot- 
land, and arrived in Toronto with juat enough money 
to take me through to Detroit where I have a brother 
who will assist me to find work. 

"When in Toronto I either lost my money, or it 
was stolen: I do not like to think it was stolen, but I 
know it has all gone, and here I am a sliangei in a 
strange land, and absolutely penniless." 

Continuing with his atory^ as we stood by the door 
of the old Hall, with the people streaming out on their 

He had walked from Toronto thu& far on hia journey 
to Detroit. Four days and three nights on the road: 
plunging through the deep enow all the way except 
for an occasional lift. Now heart-aick and terribly 
foot-sore he asked for us — all unconsciously — to put 
into effect the advice we had been giving to our Com- 
rades. 

In thrjse days we had no Men's Metropole to which 
we could send such a auppliant; &o, consulting my wife, 
it waB decided that we should make him out guest for 
the night, and we asked him to accompany us to our 
little Quarters. 

As we went on our way, a g^at burly fellow who 
sometimes attended our Meetings, walked with ua; 
looking upon our poor, derelict friend. ! ouppoge he 
thought it a good opportunity to improve the oc- 

" My friend, I guess you are finding the way of the 
tranagreasor is hard." 

I shall never forget the look of that man as he 
turned to his Questioner and replied: "1 am not a trans- 
gressor of God's lawe: I am a child of a King, and He 
cares for me," He uttered these words in gravely 
solemn tones and in such a Christ-tike manner that 
we felt, though he might be a stranger to ua, he was no 
stranger to God. 

"We reached our little home, and after serving him 
with a good supper, of which he partook in such a 
manner as to give us more than a hint of his hungry 
condition, began to arrange for his sleeping comfort, 
We suggested that he should remove his shoes, at which 



he made sotoe demur, declaring that his feet were tea 
sore to be thus troubled. At last we prevailed on bla 
to take a warm foot-bath, and he showed us his feet-- 
so blistered and wounded and raw ag to move us both 
to the verge of tears. Mrs, Miller doctored him as 
well QS she could, and then we gave him a warm, clean ^ 
bed, and we had not much sleeping room in that humble 
home. 

In the morning he declared that he felt like a nevr 
man. We had breakfast together, after which we 
joined together in our Usual Family Worship; ilie three 
of us knelt to pray, and I offered up what 1 thought 
Would be the family petition. My wife and I made 
to ari^ from our knees, but the stranger began to pray 

G<i> ouclk A ptuysiri rlu ikueiitea lo loucli che very 
heart of the gretut God. and the very Gates of Hcavoi 
were opened, and the blessing was showered Da us 
I cannot describe either the prayer or our feelinp as 
we knelt and listened. We could do nothing else 
but weep* He prayed for himself, tis true, but he 
also remembered u& and his prayer was answered. 

Shortly following this seafion of worstiip I left the 
house, and who should I meet on the street but the 
Mayor of the city. I told him of my strange friend, 
and immediately he responded, "Oh, let me have a 
hand in this, I'll see him through to his brother," and 
that night — the night after our wonderful Chriatmaa 
evening together, our erstwhile guest found himself in 
Detroit, and in the home of his brother. Cod had 
jndeed heard hb cry. 

And I can finish the story well by saying that he 
prospered in his undertakings, and did not cease to be 
grateful to us and to The Army for the help he h&d 
received — andi although 8omeb<Kiy else ought perhaps 
to say this — for the spirit of Christmas in which it was 
tendered. 

My Comrades, this waa a leaaon to us as Officers, 
it may have been a leddon to those who had knowledge 
of it at the time; but b it not true today, as much as 
then, that there are "strangers within our gates," 
and we should "be not forgetful to entertain strangera, 
for thereby some have entertained angels unawares '* 
The Chriatmaa joys will be ours: the Christmfta dunes 
ere equally ours; let us join in one as gladly ps in the 
other. A happy Christmas to you all! 



TU C WF AD ^ ® ^ "Come in," said a voice; tired and full caught sight of a child's figure lying ap- before you came such a thing could never 

M Wa ^¥ ft K 1 K^ I °^ anguish it sounded to the waiting men. parently on the floor, wUh one or two be for me again, and 1 had almost lost 

<4m&a islia&Aib ^tf» M.'^ ^ They opened the door on the most desolate ragged covers over him. The dim candle- faith in Christmas and Jesus Chrint 

ny tn "home" — surely too beautiful a word to light showed traces of recent tears on his But now things will be a mile better, 

TiBiiotK cl^cribc such a scene — they had seen that begrimed cheeks, and tears almost came and ehe sigh«i, as she told the too- 

11 Booth day. Poverty, misery, a poor show of to the Adjutant's eyes as he thought of familiar story of the husband who hed 

some attempt at cleanliness, and, sitting his own laddie at home — just uuch another deserted her, and of the futile attempts 

at the table, her head buried in her hands, one as this, to get work, the bare cupboard and the 

the sobbing figure of a woman. Then, turning to the woman he wished hungry child. , i j 

Even as she looked up the Adjutant her a happy Christmas. '^Ajid before he went to sleep he said, 

crossed the room, and placed the large "Happy Christmas!" she said, raising ^^ } ft''"t "f"'^ M "ti^^nv ..^ ifl^e 

^ -- hamper beside her. As he did so his eyes her terr'^'filled eyes to hU. "1 though? ^^J ^^^^,,''j;;3ti^ A„k'=^^^^ 

^ g tempted tc l^iugh at h'.m—my laith ti^a 

g A -^-^ -W ?r^,^F^^^Pm 4^ & w ^ ti so much become a thing of the past^ 

shone the woman'g emilc of hope reslorcd 
and fai^ etrengthened. 

The Salvationists went aw;.y, but r.eit 
day they were back again, EOid many dav3 
after thot. Through their ministrations 
some measure of joy came to the sorrow' 
ful heart of the v.oman whs surely hod 
cause to bless the name of tlie Adjutant 
who Is well known as a doer of Chrisimas 
deeds all the year round. 

And ia it not a fact that thcrr nre many 
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IS IT TO YOU ? 
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Ye Visited ivie 

HRiSTMAS EVE, and so late that 



fThe Salvation Army provides a glorious opportunity to do something 
wortliy for God! — to be happy as well as useful! — to be loved as well aa to 
m love! — to please God as well as to enjoy His blessing! 
f -HRrcn ftjAc ir\/i- J ,_ 1 . ,1, . ■. ES Ot course there will be crosses and hard sHnui.les feiu-'j within and fisht-. 

i-t^f olm^;f ChXr.;ra« Say^'up^he § -^s without; but your God will help you throu^i^ ' 

=tep,.of a stun, dwelling wearily t^ed | ^,,^^ ^^l ^^J^^^^^ ^^^^^^.^^^l^ 

may cost you many tears and prayers. But your Lord wants vou. He is 
calling. The lost ones of oui own land — the lost ones of the Dark Lands— 
they also are calling:— "COME AND HELP US!" 



two Salvationists, carrying between them 
a heavily-laden hamper. 

"Almost the lostcalj. isn't it Adjutant?" 
said the younger of the two. "It seems 
to me we've tramped half over this city 
today." 

"Yes, my boy. but it's been worth it. 
Still, thia is the last place, and then for 
home and bed. I think we've done a 
good day's work, anyway, tiring as it 
has been," and as he spoke he knocked 
at a door on the top floor. 



BUcn wno wait ana wonacr ui'^ ..«►.- 
against hope for the coming of ihc Chrial 
of Christmas— or those who tell of Him) 
They wait not only in their phyBlcaJ 
need, with their little children around 
them, but they wail — many of tl-.eni — 
all the year round for jnst that word ol 
cheer which shall make their days and 
homes bright once more. 
_ "Ye visited me," eaid the Master; shall 

^Mm^^^m^iswwms^m^mM^^mwi^M^immwmmMMm^m^M Hq My it of you? 



Will you not Jieed that double call from 
God and man? 

Candidates for Army Service should apply at once to the Cnididatea' 
Secretary, 317 Carlton St., Winnipeg. The next Training Session com- 
mences in September next. Get ready in time. 
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40Yd, when saw 
we thee an hun- 
gered, or athirat, or 
a stranger, or nak' 
ed, or sickj or in 
prison, and did 
not minister unto 
thee? 

—Matt. 24,25. 
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NOT more than a few hours run by 
rail or automobile from one of our 
large Western cities may be located 
a charming lake district which, to the 
fortunate visitor, presents a paradise of 
natural loveliness. Grey rocks reRect 
their massive heights down into pellucid 
depths, which, on a calm day. m the open 
season, are disturbed only by the explor- 
ing prow of the game-hunter *s canoe, or 
the swift darting of some hungry member 
of the finny tribe in pursuit of food. 
Moss^arpeted paths lead enticingly up 
iruiH the wuter's eage, under the canopy 
offered by silver birch, pine or fragrant 

, glens. Wild flowers abound on every 
hand in a riot of color and charm. In 
abort a picture any artist might covet to 
paint. 

With so many plain evidences of u 
li neficient Creator's presence and care, 
II perhaps might be pardoned for doubt- 
inff the statement that for a quarter of a 
L ntury, or more, a man and wife dwelt 
hcimit fashion amid these glorious scenes 
ol nature in the darkness of infidelity. 
Pi I such was actually the case, and it is 
tl I purpose of this little story to record 
I *s, through tlitr i>ioviu«nLiai uiiufcstry 
( f ialvation Army Ofhccra who chanced 
th It way. the lonely couple at least re- 
ceived light and blessing. 

Shrouded in obscurity 

ihe history concerning the principals 
of our narrative is well-nigh shrouded in 
obscurity, inasmuch as the couple, now 
old and wrinkled and grey, and well past 
the allotted span of life, were, no doubt, 
from their life of voluntary seclusion. 
silent on the question of bygone days. 
This much was learned, however, that the 
man. in his younger days, figured prom- 
inently in the rising history of a large and 
flourishing Western town, and had been a 
leading citizen. Moreover, he had occu- 
pied the "ositl^n "f mayor. Both he. 
with his wife, were leading church mem- 
bers and each took an cnlhuGiastic mteiesl 
in the religious and social lite of the com- 
munity. Their names in all probability 
would, if mentioned, be well remembered 
by many an old-timer rcsidijig in the 
district. 

ft may have been that the easily- 
gaincfl ujosoerity c^ the early western 
"boom" turned the heads of the coupie. 
Or maybe, the inconsistency of some who 
profRsscd to Bervc God turned their 
hearts. Nobody seems to know definite^ 
ly. but one da.k d:iy th<? two openly 
gave up th&ir belief in God and religion 
and also ifieir fellow man. 

What happened after that apparently 
covers a period of many years. The man 
resigned his civic position and a steady 
decline in prosperity set in. The couple 
grew rebellious nt their circumstance* 
out of sorts with dieir neighbors, and 
the world at large. Finally, although 
no^ nft vet in the bright noon-day ot 



middle life, they decided to disappear 
completely from society. 

TTius the man and his wife selected a 
wildly picturesque spot in the forest, 
glorious in summer, but fearsome iti its 
desolate solitude in winter. Here the 
man hewed down trees, made a clearing 
and built a rude log cabin. Far from the 
haunts of men. the couple lived, avowed 
tnhdels, existing largely on game, fish or 
the plentiful supply of wild berries which 
the bush provided in summer. 

Lost interest in world cutside 

Living after this manner it was hot 
surprising that the couple ]n their isola- 
tion lost all interest in the affairs of the 
outside world, and although they became 
wonderfully proficient in the wood- 
craftsman's art, sank almost to the level 
of the forest beasts, which ever and anon 
pressed up to their very door. It was 
indeed, no infrequent thing for deer and 
other four-footed creatures to steal up 
to the cabin in search of food, and the 
birds regarded the humans as part of the 
forest life. 

It would sometimes happen that a lone 
fur trapper or forest ranger would strike 
the half-hidden trail to the log cabin, and. 
curious to find out who dwelt in the hut, 
sought admittance. The old couple. 
however, were, on these occasions, shy 
and reticent, and the visitors, kindly 
intentioned enough, would leave with 
curiosity unsatisfied. 

The years wore on and the couple grew 
Old and grey. Instead of their beautiful 
surroundings inspiring them to a return 
of faith the flicker of the light of God 
which they once possessed seems to have 
entirely died out. What a fearful ex- 
istence! A quarter of a century spent in 
lonely forest depths and infidel gloom. 
Without n thought of God, and never a 
heart-lift to Him in prayerl 

It almost seemed as though the be- 
nighted fiair would die in their sin and un- 
bciibi, for net even the few good natured 
settlers who saw them, and scraped up a 
■semblance of acquaintanceship, dared to 
mention the name of God. or broach the 
subject of religion. Such mention seemed 
only to stir the occupants of the lone 
cabin to sudden, if not savage fury. 

Wc are kLIc to lecoid, however, a 
bright incident which occurred in the drab 
lives of these lonely old folks, which was 
due to the tact and wisdom of Salvation 
Army Officers, who chanced to visit those 
parts. 

It happened, providentially enough, 
that the man became very ill. and hear- 
ing of this a kindly-disposed forest ranger 
secured the services of a young doctor 
who happened to be spending a week in 
the district, fishing and shooting. This 
well-meant effort was frustrated, how- 
ever, as the woman would not on any 
account allow the doctor to approach her 
huGbtmd. 



FinaJly the Army Officer who, with his 
wife, now in Glory, was staying at a 
place some miles further along the lake, 
come to hear about the old couple. The 
Salvationists, however, were warned not 
to mention the subject of religion. 

"We must do something for those poor 
old people," said the Officer's wife, whose 
heart ac_hed for them when she knew the 
ead story. 

"But what can we do?" replied her 
husband, somewhat doubtfully, "They 
appear to be unapproachable." 

"We ^11 find a way somehow," returned 

hie V.'ifcK who was of an tlTrtillcUtly ljiuci icu] 

turn of mind. "I knowl I will make 
some nourishing soup, carry it in a 
thermos flask, and you must tat^ me to 
the hut.'* 

"But it's a long and lonely journey." 
objected her husband. "But love will 
make it a short one." came the sagacious 
reply. 

And so it came to pass that the two 
started out betimes the next morning on 
their errand of goodwill, up the quiet 
waters of the lake, the Salvationist swift- 
ly and skilfully plying the paddle, and his 
wife in the bottom of the canoe guarding 
with great care a lunch basket containing 
the precious broth and a few odd things 
beside. 

The voyagers struck the narrow trail 
to the cabin, not without some little 
difficulty, but finally found themselves 
at their destination. They were greeted, 
aa they expected, not with the greatest 
of courtesy: but tact and wisdom found a 
way, and after all, what man or woman 
can resist the kindly insistence of an 
Army woman Officer whose heart is 
longing to bless and help a soul in need? 

Prayerful Influence 

We rather reluctantly draw the curtain 
on the scene, but arepleasedto relate that 
the lonely hearts of the old couple were 
opened through the prayerful influence 
of the visitors the truth of the old familiar 
lines becoming onee more true. 
Down in the human heart, crushed by 

the tempter. 
Feelings tic buried that grace can 

restore; 
Touched by a loving hand, wakened by 

kindnc^;:, 
CliurdH lliuL ure siluiit will vibrate once 

more. 
and — 

Though I forget Him and wander away. 
Still He doth love me wherever I stray; 
Back to His dear, loving arms \ will Hce, 
When I remember that Jesus loves me. 

The Salvationists brought to the dark 
hearts of the lonely old couple the first 
^leam that had entered there for many a 
long day, and we are yet confident that 
so^nchow, Bomc-whcn. the time will come 
when the Light of the World will entirely 
disperse the gloom, and fill their hearts 
with radiance divine. 
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/n u?Aicft Arah, an aged dtccipU, speaks to Hanani, the camel man, I 

of the first Christmas, and other (Pondera | 



?T IS the day of the birth of Jesus; the 
"star-time," as the worthv Arah loves 
^ to call it. To the veneral>te Arah has 
been given a spirit of love and loyalfy. 
In expectation of his Lord's conun:i::d» 
he waits. 

An old man, the days of his life to run 
are now few, but he "waits the will of 



Hanani. the keen-eyed young camel- 
man. questionB the venerable Arah. 
"How long were you stricken, aay 

"The years were thirty and eight, as 
the years count; but in weariness and pain 
they were a hundred years." 

"From other lipa, good Arah. I would 
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God in patience/' Before hia strength 
became less, like his Lord, he toiled with 
his hands. This was to bring to him food 
and shelter and to earn something for 
charity's sake. But he lives not to toil 
for the bread which perisheth, but to tell 
Lo all whom he sees of the One v/honi he 
had met, and Who was the friendliest 
and noblest One he had ever seen. 

A L^ok from the Holy Sufferer 

Sad waa the day — an old man. even 
then — when, roughly handled by the 
rabble, thrust back by the soldiers, and 
watched by the spies, when he had climbed 
the hill to witness the slaying, together 
with two notable bandits, of the One he 
loved more than all the world. 1 hat 
dark and sorrowful day had been the day 
of revelation to him, and he treasured in 
his heart a look from the holy Sufferer. 

The eyes of the vrmerable disciple shine 
with steady rapture when he speaks, and 
sometimes at the evening hour his voice 
takes on « sof^riMft^ anH rwp Falln nnon rhp 
listeners when he declares the incredible 
wonder that the One who is his Friend 
and Saviour, and Who worked with His 
hands at the carpenter's bench, is none 
other than the Messiah, the Son of the 
Living God. 

For this confession the venerable 
Arab has been turned out of the syna- 
po^ue, ana Enc± curse nua uecn uLLereu 

against him. He was for a time an out- 
cast, and, if the condenuiing words 
could blight and wither, then great 
terrors would have come upon him, for 
the invective that made him worse than 
an outlaw, or an alien had been uttered 
against him because he said that Jesus 
was the Son of God. But he was not 
made one whit the worse, and his word 
of te&timony waa listened to with interest 
and reverence; there was converting 
power in the word of his testimony, 

Who is this Arnh> 

There is a story told about him. It is 
the otory of a pool with porches and a 



not receive such a testimony." 

"It is the testimony of truth. Know 
you not the pool by tnc shecpgate in the 
Holy City?" 

"That I know truly; and the fable of 
this coming of the angel who troubled 
the vrtitcra, I kno-.v," 

"Say not fable, my aon. Before I 
met the One. there were those who. 
though I saw not the angel, stepped in 
and were healed of their infirmity. But 
1 could not, for my infirmity, come to the 
waters with speed, and so I pined and 
suffered, and no man helped me, I 
suffered not only because of my infirmit 
of body, but for my sin. 

"Your sin, good Arahl Your sin, sa* 
you?" 

"You would hear the story?" 

"Verily." 

"The times of troubling came in tl " 
day. but this was by night. It was tl i 
time of the coming of the Lord Christ 
though I knew it not. A night of wonder 
my BonI Never knew I a night >■ 
glorious. E.ven I in my misery, thou^ li 
it gave me pain to move, strained to lor' 
upon ihe glory of the heavens- 

"AII was so still. The silence, sa\p 
when a gentle Lamb bleated, was beyond 
all other silcncca. As 1 looked, I saw o 
wondrous star, bi^er and brighter than 
any other in the firmament, passing tt. 

"Its glory was beyond all tellingl it 
vras as a quivering cross of light, shinini 
with the light of a million diamond 
AlasF this is poor talking my son, for tl 
wonder can never be told ... it is bi 
yond the telling. 

"The eyes of the sufferers, the slclc, and 
the halt, and even the blind, were liftf I 
up heavenward in expectation. While 
sinful and wretched, I too, looked froi ■ 
my poor bed by the pool and the shee| 
gate, I heard a sound that lives with n l 
yet. It was As though the hosts cf 
Paradise sang for gladness." 

"But the waters?" 



as it moved slowly across the heavens, 
and cauffht the far-away aound of the 
hosts who sang, then it was that the 
watern moved, and tho^ who stepped in 

were healed; but, having no man to help 
me I moved not; and, nloa, my eyes were 
ever holden. and I saw not the angel. 
But. though I moved not, in my spirit I 
felt that I had come near to the holy 
wings of mercy/' 

"But you were not healed?" 

"The years were thirty and eight, I 
said." 

"Verily." 

"Thirty years and more passed, and 
hope had died within me. It was then 
I heard strange things from tho^ who 
brought the sheep to the itate and to the 
water. 

"There was, I heard. One, a young 
Rabbi, a carpenter by trade. Who spoke 
of the Hope of Israel, of the Holy King- 
dom; whose words were with power, and 
whose touch brought healing. 

"In the bitterness of my despair, I 
cursed my infirmity, and my sin. for I 
longed to rise and go and hear the young 
Prophet. 'If I can reach Him," 1 said, 
'perchance He would touch me with the 
touch of healing.' Alas, it could not be. 
and again 1 cursed, and was strieken to 
dumbness with my sorrow. 

"Those who came with the sheep told 

iui 1 lis ^cdCLiiii^^ oiiu Liic vruriwB ui licuimg 
he did, but because He spoke with ten- 
derness of the flock anil the fold. 

"To a sheep boy once I told the story 
of the 'Kiffht of Stars.' and he testified 
of a wonder of which his father had 
spoken; it was the wonder of the 'Night of 
Stars, and the time of the great troubling 
of the waters. His father, with other 
men, kept ward over the gentle flocks. 
In a low tone and hushed, the sheep-boy 
stooped and told me that his father said 
it was the time of the coming of the 
Young Prophet, Who, some say, is the 
promised ^4es±ltah. The shepherds lOVc 
His words, as they are often of their 
calling, as when He tnld of the seeking 
after a lost sheep. They loved Him for 
it. and it was an earthly story with a 
heavenly interpretation. 



" 'If.' said I. 'All this wonder be not 
idle talk — but ! dare not hope it- the 
Lover of flocks^ and folds. Who. m they 
tell, once said He Himoelf waa e shepbcrJ, 
thsugh ! understood not the sayings may 
come to the eheep-^ate, and to the pool 
having five porches. Oh, the bittemcaa 
of the bondage of my ein,' I cried in 
anguish. 

"I did not know that it was written 
that the hour of my liberation waa to 
come, though it came not soon. Many 
months, slow in the going, went their way 

"Then my aon — if 1 forget it, may I 
wither for shame — came the time of the 
feast, the time, as you know, when t^ere 
18 a great multitude of folk, and there 
were many at the pool for the five porches, 
ga2irig ai Liie ultiid. the haic. the withered, 
and the all but dead, and hoping, kf the 
God of our fathers so willed it, to see the 
troubling of the waters. 

"It waa the Sabbath day. 1 listened to 
the voices about me. Here and there I 
caught a word. It was then I heard 
again of the Prophet. 

Torment upon tormenE 

"That day torment upon tonneni 
came upon me; there was anger in my 
heart for my sin, and my infirmity waa 
Qorc upon me. The heat of the sua, too, 
beat upon my head; for the fiery sh&ftsof 
light had eought out my rrating placr. I 
f^r^aned in my distress. Then I thought 

of my long years by the pool, and 1 
moaned, 'Oh, hi^y Prophet of God, or 
whoever Thou art* whither host Thou 
gone? Thou could'st cause the angel to 
trouble the waters I hear of Thy 
wonders and Thy love ... 1 believe 
Thou couldsti Oh, Father Abraham,' I 
cried, 'the light beats on my eyes; I ahall 
go blind and mad ... Oh Gmi of Israel! 

"Wouldst hear my story, or do thy 
camels pass soon on their way>" 

"I would hear it. The camck pass not 
until two days hence." 

"God iii 1 lis mercy gave nie re^L from 
the sun; the blessed shadows fell like the 
peace of the Highest on me. My eyes 
closed, and rest was about me . . , peace 
and rest. I know not how it can be told, 
{Cordinued on page t9) 
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"/^ OD eetteth the solitary 
I ^ said the Psalmist. 

^"^ has been with us for 
It b DO part of God's purpt 
shDuId be solitary and alone 
tord J«us die that We wh. 
^rae afar off should be brc 
and there can be no coming n 
vfithout a very real sense of 
l^ing our immediate portic 

"We wandered in the wil 
solitary way. but he brought 
of h&bitation," can really an 
gjjn^ on our lips. 

Now if The Army stands 
in thb world it does for coi 
JesuB Christ. "Where two 
ratliered together," — and t 
TJie Army, but just as tri 
Army l« anywhere in the p 
God-filled Btood and Fire 
Comrades in Solitary 

It occurs to us that in the v 
of Canada West there are 
Aimy Comrades in solitary 
Bwoy from much, if not all 
by miles — ^In some cases 

atili "blessedly saved.' L 
with vfistfui longing to tV 
places (in this and in the O 
Qctive association and Soldie 
mg that some day — some 
that full comradeship will 
We think much about all su 

Christmas time has come 
and surely if He "eetteth tl 
families" He would do so nc 
gather once more around Tl 
side; join again jn a real ^ 
Army brotherliness: sing or 
eongs of the old Corps, and 1 
time" together. 

The Christmas "Cry" will 

their yearly touch with t 
Aimy again. But Mrhy on!; 
mas? ShatI we not ioin to] 

The Night of , 

{Continued from pag 
Id all the thirty and eight 
mrrow, never before did I ki 
come to my spirit I It was 
sliodow of o rock in a wear 
filiadow remained. Whethei 
I know net. but I felt that S 
at hand, stood between thi 
and my resting-place, and 
tyes were closed in wondroi 
"My son, said I not that 
the host of Paradise sing j 
'Night of Stars^' That wat 
wonder of which cannot be 
coil I tell what I fain wou 
people, for it was to me a ; 
than the fer-ofT chanting of 
Cod . . >■• 
"I fwait, good Arah; epeai 
"I would tell it as it sh< 
but words fail me, my son, j 
bcr not. at times." 
"You spake of music, vcn 
"Verily: the mu@ic of a v 
voice. His voire, my son. i 
knew it not. It was He V 
sne^ end kept from me the he 
It was He, Whose ncarnc 
oflbel and turmoil of th 
■j^ughl icat to my spirit, 
t^rable, jny son. 

Though 1 am new we 
years, I fill with the exult: 
0* ycuth. eternal youth. \ 
»!pon it. It is ever' so. Lil 
UK desert it rises within my 
^. would sing; verily, 1 v 
joy . . . !'* 

'I Vfah for thy \%-orda, ^i 
Say. rather, thou dost 
wwda of the Holy One. tl 
.mankind. He WIto brough 
*om&when I was sorely str 
^Vfeary with v.aiting. an 
^to the unc He shadowed f 
Taya of the sun. 

Sit, said 1 unto Him a: 
■^•^1 I have no man, when 
*'"Aiuk>i lu put me into i 
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ie darnel man. 



'\f.' said I, 'All this wonder b« i 



lie talk — but I dare not K, 



:t— tls 



over of flocks, and folds. Who. ao they 
ill. once said He Himself woa a shepheTd 
icugh I understood not the saying, may 
3me to the aheep-gate. and to the pool 
aving five porches. Oh. the bittenuaa 
F the bondage of my sin/ ! cried m 
nguish. 

"I did not know that it w&s writto 
lat the hour of my liberation waa to 
3ine. though it came not soon. Many 
lonths, slow iji the go'ig, went dieirway 

"Then my ran — if 1 Forget it, may I 
'ither for shame — came the time of the 
iast, the time, as you know, when th«rt 
I a gre&t multitude of folk, and thttt 
'ere many at the pool for the five porchen 
a^iiTiQ ai. iJie liliiid. the halt, the withered, 
lid the all but dead, and hoping, if the 
iod of our fathers so willed it, to se& the 
roubling of the waters. 

"It was the Sabbath day, I listened to 
\ie voices about me. Here and there I 
au^ht a tyord. It was then I heard 
gain of the Prophet. 

Tormont upon torment 
*'That day torment upon tomient 
ame upon ms; there was anger in niy 
eart for my sin, and my infirmity Vf^ 
ore upon me. The heat of the sun, too 
•eat upon my head; for the fiery ah3.ftsol 
ight had sought out my restlns pla«. I 
Toaned in my distreiKi. Then 1 thought 

'f lPi^ \JrtK 'rfiiO Tiau i'jhucu (iic sicA. sno 

if my long years by the pool, and 1 
noaned, 'Oh, h^y Prophet of God, or 
whoever TTiou art, whither hfist TTiou 
;one> Thou could'st cause the angel to 
rouble the waters 1 hear of Thy 
wonders and Thy love ... I believe 
rhou couldsti Oh, Father Abraham,' [ 
ried, 'the light beats on my eyes; 1 shall 
p blind and mad . . . Oh God of Israel' 

"Wouldet hear my story, or da thy 
ar-iela pass econ on their way?" 

"i would hear it. The cameb pass not 
intU two daya hence." 

"Cod in I lia mercy gftve me rest iroin 
he sun; the blessed shadows fell like the 
teace of the Highest on me, My tyes 
lo^sd. and rest was about me . . . peace 
Lnd reat. 1 know not how it can be told 
(ConiinueJ on page f9) 
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"/^ OD setteth the solitary in famiUea," 
g ^ eoid the Pealmiat. The thought 
^-* has been with us for many a day. 
It la no part of God's purpose that man 
^uld be solitary and alone; did not the 
Lord Jesus die that "We who were some- 
fisa- afar off should be brought nigh," 
and there can be no coming nigh to Christ 
^thcut o very real sense of comradeship 
lyang our immediate portion. 

"Wc wandered in the wilderness in a 
coJitaiy way, but he brought us to a city 
(^f h&bitation." can really and truly be a 
cong on our lips. 

Now if The Army stands for anything 
Ui thid world it does for comradeship in 
Jesus Christ. "Where two or three arc 
gatliered together," — and there can be 
The Army, but just as truly can The 
Army be anywhere in the person of one 
God-filled Blood and Fire Salva tionist. 
CoEnrades in Solitary Places 

It occurs to us that in the wide stretches 
of Canada Weat there are very many 
Army Comrades in solitarv places; shut 
avfdy from much, if not all c6mradeship 
hy miles- — in some cases hundreds of 

still "blessedly saved.'* Looking back 
with wistful longing to the daya and 
places (in this and in the Old Lands) of 
active association and Soldiership: believ- 
ing that some day — some glad day — 
that full comradeship will be renewed. 
We think much about all such. 
g Christmas time haa come round again^ 
and surely if He "aettelh the solitary in 
families" He would do so now. Shall wc 
gather once more around The Army fire- 
side; Join again in a real good feast of 
Anny brotherlinesa; sing once more the 
Bonss of the old Corps, and have "a good 
time" together. 
The Christmao "Cry** will help in this. 

thar y^early touch with the good old 
Army again. But why only 'or Christ- 
raaaJ Shall we not join together jn our 



old soldiership for all the year? And so 
The Uague of the Lone Salvationist." 
Let ua at the Territorial Headquarters, 
know obout you. You are still in Thi 
Army-3till saved and enioying Hi^ 
pardoning favor. Come along, enrol 
again enrol now— join The League! 

^nd us your full name and present 
address: say how far you are from the 
nearest Army Corps (if you can) and 
also ihe name of your old Corps— here 
or in your old home land We ^vill keep 
you in mind— nay. more than that— in 
Army Comradeship. 

jJ^"i "^ °* y**"' eKperience. Your 
djfticulttes, your trials, your ;oyfl and your 



victories. Tell us about yourself, youj^ 
family, your town, your neighbors — jue 
talk with ua as you used to talk to the 
Comrades "dovm at the Hall," Tell ua 
these things for ourselves only — -as a 
comradely confidence — or tell them in 
such a manner, if you can, so that we may 
pass them on for the encouragement 
and blessing of any like situated. 

Lcat Hold of the Army 

Wc do not address ourselves to any 
who have Army Corps privileges, but 
If those who read these lines knovf of 
any "Lone Comrades," or one-time Com 



any Lone l^omrades, or one-time ^.^om- if^^r;' 
rades, who, by reason of their loneliness if^^ 




x^Ti xAimmi ^atj} of jrrienljisijip 

In the country of Yagh. China, when a 
man makes a friend with another there is set 
up an altar and a sacrifice is made thereon, 
and the following is repeated: 

" / want to be your friend for ever and ever 
without break ^^ decay; When the hills are all 
flat; When ihe rivers arc all dry; When it light- 
ens and thunders in winter; When it snoWs and 
rains in summer; When heaven and earth mingle; 
Not till then will I part from you" 

Sune Yu, 4th Centura. 



Lc-guc VriU be mailed to any 
Salvationist" whose name may 



have lost hold of The Army, well — send 
ua their names and addresses and we will 
get in touch with them, and make an 
endeavor to accomplish our purpose for 
them. One copy of the "Cry" with a 
SE>ec:a! note. catliriK iilLenLiou to ihe 

thus 
reach i 

We plan to have a weekly column for 
League Notes in the "Cry." Lettera 
from adherents, and all names of those 
joining the League will be pubHshed 
from time to time. 

How to join the League. To make a 
beginning and to create a bond of union. 
let us put you on our list of regular "War 
Cry" subscribers. Send along the usual 
remittance of $2.30 per annum, addressed 
to "The War Cry." 317 Carlton Street. 
Winnipeg, with the other particulars 
mentioned above, and no longer be lonely, 
even thoush vou will be an adherent of 
"TL- I ____.."_£ ^L- Lone Salvationist." 

If you are already a subscriber to the 
"Cry" tell U5 sc, but send niong those 
particul&rs and join up today. 
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The Night of Stars 

(Continued Jrom page t8) 
In all the thirty and eight years of my 
ajrrow, never before did 1 know such rest 
come to my spiriti It v/as as the great 
shadow of a rock in a weary land. The 
ahadow remained. Whether 1 had slept. 
* Wow not. but I felt that Someone stoo-d 
at hand, stood tjetween the fierce light. 
and my resting-place, and my aching 
cyzs were closed in wondrous rest. 

"My son. said 1 not that l once heard 
ihf host of Paradise aing joyously, that 
'Night of Stars?* That wao a music the 
»'oader of which cannot be told; so how 
can I tell what I fain would tell to all 
l-si pie, for it waa to me a greater music 
ihin the far-off chanting of the angels of 
n. H . . ?" 

I wait, good Arab; apeak on." 

I would tel) it aa it should be told. 
rjt words f&il me, my son, and 1 remem- 
l""r not, at times." 

You spake of music, venerable Arab." 

Verily; the music of a voice , . . Hie 
' -e- HiH vojp^, my son. though th^n I 
'tj.iv it not. It wafl He Who stood by 
' " and kept from me the heat of the sun. 
It (irae He, Whose nearness, amid the 
1 bej tmd turmoil of the sheep-gate 
I'' Ight rest to my spirit. And this is a 
=■ nible, my son. 

Though I am now well-stricken in 
y^m, J fill with the cKultine happiness 
*i imuth, eternal youth, when I dwell 
V^'Ti it. It is ever so. Like a spring in 
L " desert it rises within my heart, and 1. 
*•" would sing; verily, 1 would leap for 
/'-J - . . I" 

I wait for thv words, good Arab." 

Say. rather, thou dost wait for the 
Jids of the Holy One, the Saviour of 

ikind. He Who brought deliverance 
• me when I wag sorely stricken and old 
»i* weary with waiting, and Who spake 
'" -a the one He chadowed from the fierce 
^^i of the sun. 

'Sir.' said I unto Him as He stood by 
I have no man, when the water is 

iWcd, lo put me into the pool, but 



while 1 am coming, another steppeth 
doxvn before me.' 

"Then said He unto me, looking upon 
rne with pity and love, as He took me by 
the hand, 'Be of good cheer, come, rise< 
take up thy bod and walk.' 

"Oh. my blindness ! Even then I 
knew Him not as Jesus, the Christ of 
God!" 

"From the time of His speaking, there 
came unto me strength and courage and 
faith, and at His touch 1 ro^e as the 
young rise when they have rested, and, 
though it was the Sabbath, because He 
had s&id it. 1 took up my bed. To the 
wonder of all I did it. To my own won- 
der, likewise. 

! Stood as the Strong Stood 

"When 1 stood as the strong stand, 1 
sought the face of the One Who had 
brought nie as from the dead, but He had 
gone, 

'The people marvelled greatly as they 
saw the one who had lain in helplessness 
nov whole of his infirmity; and within 

"With the people following, and crying 
aloud to the pauscrs that a miracle had 
Iwen wrought. I was going to the 1 emple. 
when my joyful WAy was barred by cer- 
tain jews saying timi ll wis not j^'-'];'^ 
for me to carry my bed on the Sabbath. 
"Then 1 told of what had come to pass. 

" "Who was He Who did this thing?' 
"'I knnw nor His name,' 1 ujibwtitd, 
but He that bade me walk also bade mc 
take up my bed,' 

"In my joy I cari^d not lor the anger 
of their words, but 1 went my wpy to the 
Temple, and there the One Who had hcaEed 

mudc'whoie; sin no more, lest a worse 
ihmg come unto ihce.' and then, wliile 1 
fnin would have held Him, because of the 
fierce anger of llic jews who sought to 
kill 1 lim. I ic withdrew Himself. 

"Tifn God be praised, after lie had 
withdrawn Himself. 1 knew tii.-M it was 
Jesus of Bethlehem, of Nazareth, oj 
Jerusalem, who was the H-'^^di and 
PropliL'l of Whom things -.vonderiul and 



strange had been spoken; and 1 believed 
in Him aa the Fotgiver of my sing, the 
Saviour of my soul, as the One Who 
should come to redeem His people. 

"Of the wonder of the days that 
followed, I will not trust my heart to 
speak, my son, save but to say they were 
days of marvel to me and to many beside. 
The people thronged unto the Lord. The 
sick were carried to Him^ and once, verily, 
1 saw Him bring life to the dead. His 
fame was spread abroad, and the Jews 
sought to slay Him. 

"There were bitter days — and nights, 
too . . . You have heard of how He 
died, my son?" 

"Verily, and it was a shameful end for 
One so good. Who was a prophet of God." 

"The Prophet; yea, more than a 
prophet. The Son of the Living God was 
crucified that day. when the darkness 
fell on all the land, and the earth trembled. 
It was as if the end had come, and strong 
men trembled with fear. 1 . too. was 
stricken with a great palsy of fear, and 
was preafled down with a sense of coming 
woe. when I strove, as my strength would 
allow, to get nearer to the Lord, Who had 
brought mc back from the gate of death. 

"I would gladly, for the love in my heart 
for Him, have exchanged places with 
Him; v.'hile 1 strove with intense longing 
to be nearer yet to the Cross on which He 
was to be nailed, a hard-pressed soldier 
smote mc on the mouth and the blood 
came, and it was then I caught His tender 
guze upua niu aS 1 le passed, even as it 
did by the sheep-gate at the pool. It 
was as though He read the purpose of my 
soul, which, if it could not die for Him, 
was resolved thenceforth to witness for 
!-!im. ovnn unto death. 

"So^ my soil. I say, as one who longcth 
to be in Paradise, that He of the "Night 
of Stars' of Bethlehem, of the sheep-gate, 
and of Golgotha, is the Christ, the Son 
of the Living God, In Him are the 
promises fulfilled. 

"At my peril 1 had seen Him broUglit 
forth, and then it was revealed to mc that 
what the prophet said was said of Him; 
*Ho wn,i led as a lamb to the slaughter. 



and aa a sheep before her shearers is 
dumb, so He opeqed not His mouth/ 

"Truly, my son, the ever-blessed One. 
Whose countenance bringeth comfort and 
life to the sorrowing and the burdened. 
He is the Lord's Anointed, on Whom all 
OUT iniquities have been laid. This I 
believe, and this is the word of my testi- 
mony, though I die for the word I speak. 

"Dost thou believe, my son? — for this 
is the day of the Lord's birth, the star- 
time of the world, when the heavens 
declare the glory of the Highest, and the 
heavenly hosts sing of glory and goodwill 
and peace on earth." 

"This, the greatest and mightiest, the 
Son of the Holy God, thou sayest, was 
born in a stable, and cradled in a manger! 
. , . and yet ... I Verily, it is a hard 
saying, good Arah!" 

"A true one, as in thy heart thou 
knowest." 

A Price Must Ever Be Paid 

"Sut a price must ever be paid for the 
precious thing. Who. without price. 
can buy a camel, white as a cloud and 
swift as the wind? Verily, a true word 
has been spoken, a price must be paid," 

"Listen, good Arab. I will pay the 
price. 1 gird up my heart as a witness. 
and must hear thee again and yet again 
for I. too. am a believer, and will follow 
the One Who is to thee as the shadow of a 
great rock in a weary land. And this 
is the day of His coming, the day thaf 
IS born from the 'Night of Stars.* Listen 
again, good Arab. 1 wait thy word. I 
believe, good Arab, and would be His 
disciple: to the death, for Him. if so He 
wills it." 

"T^ip Ljird hp. praised. So. ripht joy- 
fully too, this is a day of happineas. but 
thy believing may cost thee dear, and so 
may mine, but together we will hasten 
onward, doing His will. I^asten. as the 
hart hastens, and we will go forward, 
to Him lovingly with jewels in our hand^. 
Whst saycst thou, good Hanani. my 
son?" 

"So be it Arah, most worthy and 

beloved I" 
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Hie Uiikiiowii Soldier and the Ueiiaiiied Star 

By Lt.-Colonel Edvp-ard Coles, Buenos Ayres. 



ISHOULO like to meet the astroQonier 
who could tell m= the siaiits of a star 

which I saw but once, and that over 
thirty yeara a^o. 

It appeared in an easterly direction 
about nolf-past si^ one Sunday evening, 
and it remained in sight for the space of 
about twenty minutes, I followed it. and 
it suddenly vanished I Often have 1 
wiahed to see it sgain, but that satisfac- 
tion has been denied me. ^ 

By that brief alluring spectacle of a 
generatLon ago my whole life was trans- 
formed. \ 

The Star, you may be surprised to 
leam, Mfas not in the skies, although it 
may be now. Ft was on the earth, and 
it was In the form of flesh fuid bloody 
and in the uniform ol Blood and Fire. 
It was a young woman dressed in Sal- 
vation Army uniform, 

And now let me briefly relate the inci- 
dent which I have so strangely intro- 
duced. 

Pleasure-sick, world-sick, sin-sick was 
I. Memory recalled earlier influences, 
such as a young man can never entirely 
throw off, nor an old nruui either — for 
instance^ the Sunday-school, mother *s 
prayers, and other similar and sacred 

ansocintions, 

were galvanized into action as, walking 
along a London thoroughfare on a Sun- 
day evening, I saw a Salvation lassie 
hurriedly directing her steps thirty or 
forty y^ds ahead of me. 

Her uniform spoke, and you may be 
able to guess the nature of its message. 
Unmistakably, though silently, it told 
that its wearer was the possessor of the 
renewed life, of that soul satisfaction 
which is not within the power of the 
world to give or to take. It announced 
that the girl in blue was so teparate from 
the world that her very dress gave pub- 
licity to the fact, and she constituted a 
part of the ftin-disperBinc. iov- infecting 
scheme of things for which The Army 

Moreover, the picture suggested that 
the wearer of this speaking attire v/as 
making tracks towards the spot v.'here 
Army Meetings were held. Where that 




spot was located, he who looked had now 
not the remotest idea; b'Jt. half involun- 
tarily, impelled by a strange^ force, a 
force which was undoubtedly divine, the 
youth followed aa he looked. 

*'Lo the star, which they saw in the 
East, went before them, till it came and 
stood over where the yourvg child was." 

"When they saw the star, they re- 
joiced with escEsding great joy." 

Had this Scripture been written in the 
singular instead of the pluirai number, it 
would have exactly fitted into this story. 
It is much better as it stands, for a very 
litde spiritual insight wilt show the 
analogy. 

A heavenly radiance shone upon that 
humble girl, and she became that night a 
star which, in the first place, reflected a 
clear light upon the dark path I was tread- 
ing — and, secondly with the same bright 
effulgence, led me directly to the place 
where I found the Saviour. 

A sudden conviction was followed by 
aa sudden a convc:ji^». The uniform 
was, in the 




to live in it^ to die in it, and to be buried 
in ic. And if I may eipress another ho[>e 
it IS tnat SCfucuay, iirubaujV m tnc v-areat 
Beyond, 1 may have the joy of meeting and 
greeting the Comrade whose face I have 
never seen, but whose figure I followed 
thirty yeara ago and who for the present I 
must be content to think of as "The 
Unknown Soldier." 



WHEN did novel or kinematograph 
tell a more romantic story ^ of 
^ ' Red Indian life than the sober 
fact of Frances Slocum> 

la 1777 a Quaker called Joseph Slocum 
settled with his wife and family by the 
Susquehanna Riven The valley was 
often visited by maraudii»g bands of 
Indians, but the peaceable household of 
the Slocums was for a long time left 
alone. 

One day the father and elder boys 
were out haymaking when a group of 
Red Indians bore down upon the house. 
The eldest daughter, picking up the baby, 
rushed into the woods, and afterwards 
returned in safety. Then one caught 
sight of Frances, a little girl of five, hiding 
under the staircase. He flung her over 
his shoulder, and as they ran o& she 
screamed pitifully for her mother. By 
the time the alarm was given the f^cct- 
footed Indians were away in the moun- 
tains. 

A life-long search 

A little before Christmas of that year 
the poor mother lost- her husband anti her 
father. They were feeding cattle quite 
near a setdement when a party of Dela- 
wares leaped out and murdered them. 

All the rest of her days the unhappy 
woman spent in trying to recover her lost 
child Frances. With her sons she made 
many long journeys, and offered large 
rewards, but not on Indian would be- 
tray the whereabouts of the white girl. 
Twice the brothers heard of a young white 
woman living as an Indian, but on both 
occasions they had the bitter disappoint- 
ment of meeting a stranger. 

Nearly seventy years passed. The 
p>03tmaster of Lancaster, in Pennsylvania 
had died, and his wife was sorting his 
papers when she cume across a letter 
froui a Cuiunci Ewtni; in Indiana. He 
wrote as a stranger, asking the post- 
msster if he would give publicity to his 
discovery. 

On the shores of the Wabash, said the 
colonel, he had met with a very old white 



woman, who. on being questioned, md 
that aho would tell him her true hutory 
now that all her kindred aast b« dwd, 
and none could force her to leave hei 
Indian home. She described being 
carried off, and save an auiount ol her 
lathcr 8 QuEiker clothes and many details 
of her home; and, although she could not 
remember any Enelish, she said that hei 
name had ba&n Slocum. 

The p<»tmaster had evidently thought 
it all a wild story, but his wife persuaded a 
newspaper editor to prmt it Two 
brothera and a sister of Frances were stdl 
olive, though they had not long givcb up 
what seemed a hopeless quest. They 
now set off at once, and it muQt have 
been a strange meeting those four old 
people had in the Indian camp, the two 
sisters and the two brothers tneetinR 
after two generations. 

Identity Qstablished 

The long-lost girl's identity was eatab- 
iished bc3rond all question by a mis- 
shapen finger. Her memory was perfect. 
The squaw and the Quakers talkol long 
about their childhood — through an in- 
terpreter. Frances told them that her 
life had been' a very happy one. ^e 
had been adopted by a party of DeU- 
v/ares, and married one* who wi^^ now 
dead. She lived with her daughters, and 
was a wealthy and powerful member of 
the tribe. Nothing could induce her to 
leave the Red people. 

So the brothers and sisters parted once 
more. They had been little children 
together: seventy years had passed, and 
they had met again once more, two old 
men and two old women; now they were 
to part for ever, after this fleeting memory 
of the long ago. By an Act of Congress 
Ma-Con-A-Qua, or Frances Slocum, waa 
granted a tract of land, and on her death 
she was given a Christian burial whers 
the JWiBsisRinewn Rnd Webii^h rive:^ 
join on their way to the sea. 

She had been happy enough. The 
tragedy was not hers; it was her mother 'a, 
she who died with that last memory of 
her child crying to her in vain. 



Shepherd Boy of Bethlehem 

{Continued from page 7) 

us on their way to see the City of the 
Holy Places. 

Oft had I longed to go up to Jerusalem, 

early morning throng, I caught myself 
wishing they would hurry the more, and 
so give room for us to enter the Gate. 
And still the Star hung over the City, 
but men turned their backs on its glory — 
irs bright^ and living, and heavenly luitrs, 
and turned their feet and their eyes to- 
wards the gleam of the old Temple. As 
the crowd passed we caught snatches of 
conversation, and It was plain that some 
of them had knowledge of last night's 
manifestation, but it was clear that they 
had caught nothing of the actual meaning 
of the song-message which had been vouch- 
safed to the Shepherds of the Plain. 

Often had I heard my mother tell cf 
that time in our Nation's story when we 
were led out of bondage by a pillar of 
fire and of cloud,' and it c;ame upon me 
that morning that we were being led thus, 
for as we entered the City the Star seemed 
to descend from its former high station 
and come down and hover directly over 
us, as though it would lead us through 
the mazes of those hilly streets. 

Many were the cries of morning and 
wondering salutation that greeted us thus 
early in the day for visitors to be in the 
town, and I thought it strange that none 
of them could feel the urgs of tha^ heaven- 
ly guide. 

Still it led, and we followed. It could 
not have been far, for Bethlehem is but 
a small town, but its streets never seemed 
SO winding, nor so steep as on that 
morning. 

We had nearly passed through the town 
and were in sight of the other eate, where 
the rp^d leads out to the North Country, 



when my father noticed that the Star 
had cea«d to move — and now stood still. 
During our tramping through the city 
my father had made several conjectures 
as to where we should be led — 'To the 
synagogue, belike"; or "To the Prefec- 
ture"; and then again. "To the ancient 
House of David"; that old, old house 
where tradition said the King^hepherd 
had dwelt in his early days. But wc 
passed all these, and just as it would 
appear that we were leaving the town we 
were brought to a halt by our starry guide 

Wc had stayed our walk before the Inn 
of Levi — that grasping, old man whose 
fame for extortion and "usury had already 
become a byword in the regions round- 
about, and who, it was said, had many 
of our neighbors in his toils. 

For a wonder there was none of the 
usual confusion which generally prevailed 
around the Hostel. None of the stamp- 
ing and clamping of horsemen; none of 
the vicious screaming of the camels and 
the vile language of their drivers. There 
was a crowd* it is true, but subdued be- 
yond ilicir ufluEtl wont, I caiight sound 
of such espressions as "What meaneth 
this Star? Has the House of Levi become 
the House of Worship?" for verily all in 
that throng were in a worshipful Tnr>od. 
The £hut door of tlia Inn 

Nothing could hinder my falher that 
day; always masterful and a leader he 
seemed as though when he arrived he 
took control of the situation. As he and 
CrUi cuiiipmiy uiovcd forward, the ciowu 
gave way, but strange enough, sought 
not to follow. And it was not to the 
shut door of the Inn that he led uo — a 
door which on the tablets cf my memory 
even now hdirmonizes with my recollection 
of the night before, "No room here." 

However, around by the house-side wo 
went into the yard on which abutted old 
Levi's cattleshedo. Like one assured of 



a welcome my father took his way, and 
I trustfully followed (and still the Morn- 
ing Star hung overhead). Into one of 
the sheds he want and our Ittde company 
— just our shepherd folk — and we saw 
that which we had cflme to see — the 
Heavenly Babe. 

Some of the cattle that nightly made 
the shed their own shelter were resting 
around; they scarce turned their eyes as 
we stepped forward — they crouched — as 
it were — in worshipful pose. (Did I 
take time to see all this or does it come 
la iTic jiuvir- a5 part of inc after setting of 
the scene?) 

And now I forebear to say more than 
the briefest of the sweet-faced girlish 
figure who reposed there. Never as 
much as I try, or as oft as I seek for words, 
can I set down the glad-moumfuiness of 
that figure. Baby of the household as I 
was I took in but little of the significance 
of the sight: 1 could visualise nothing at 
a!! cf the joy-ogoiiy wlilcn during the 
houra of the night had sanctified that 
lowly cattle-shed. However* in the days 
that have followed when I have been 
tempted to be rough and rudn and careless 
towards any maiden — or indeed any of 
womankind — the thought of that lovely 
Mother of Bethlehem has stilled my 
wildness. 

With a niaidenly but queenly modesty 
the Mother gave us but a lifting glance 
ere she turned again to croon over the 
Babe which lay in her lap, A soft glow 
which seemed to repeat some of the night*s 
glory of the Star hovered around that 
group. 

An impulse I could not reaiet 

To my boyish fancy — and now no Icsa 
to my man's mind — there came an im- 
pulse which [ could not resist, and just 
a^ though there stood not by my some- 
times stem father and the rest of the 
shepherd company, and heeding not a 
grave and bearded man who stood ahstous- 



ly hy the side of the Mother, and who 
made as though he would stay me, I 
presraxl to the front and knelt in boyiali 
love and admiration before that wonderhil 
Babe. 

No babe since I had entered our tittle 
cottage, and 1 was yet as a babe to my 
another, and one can understand why I 
should gaze in speechless admiration at 
that Child. Such graciously sturdy limbs. 
and on that sweet brow there was a soft 
curly down which was like a halo of glory. 
Again, was it my fancy by which I 
seemed to see another kind of crown— 
what was it, was it of crimson or of go\A> 
And the eyes of that beautiful creature. 
They looked me through with a soft and 
loving intentness which was surely strange 
in One so young and small. 1 caught the 
reflection of myself therein and then pity 
and compassion and tenderness was in 
the answering look, and oh, such things 
as I cannot say. 

As 1 knelt by. the IJltlc One gnrgleH 
at me. and the music of that little prattle 
reminded me of something which I had 
recently heard, and then as in a flash 
there came again the muRic of the moht— 
that song of'the broken shackles become 
joy-bells. More and more, as there I 
worshipped, — and more as I think of it 
after all thesa years-rl felt that message. 
and maybe some day the fuU import oi 
that baby-speech may be made plain to 
me. 

As I gazed in boyish wonder and ^|™^*^ 
glee — lost to qU other sensations— I felt 
the grasp of that Baby hand; it was 
catching hold of my bigger, boyish fingciv 
and the gentle warmth of it pleasured 
me beyond words, and thrilled me in a 
way which I cannot describe. It was no 
fancy that that Baby hand drew me. 
and drew m© until 1 knew, as plainly ao 
I had seen and heard the revcletiein t.-i 
the night, that wherever and whenever 
! should meet Him again I shoulii do 
naught else but follow. 
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The first sighl of If, 
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I Yesterday i 

THE rapid advance of civilisation, and 
tKe spirit of progress which is an 
outstanding characteristic o! the 
(nodnn age, with its search after the new 
and different, have been effectual in com- 
pleteiy transforming the Canada which 
wan the home of the early-day settlers. 
Where before were well-nigh insurmounl- 
flble mountains: unfonJable rivers: howl- 
ios prairie wastes: wild, rocky bush land; 
«tc5 — vast inland seas: are now shining 
baaas of railway tracks: magnificent 
uriages — monuments of engineering: state- 
ly cities with their teeming, struggling 
populations; smooth roads, veritable high- 
CTjre of commerce; water-ways, highly 
efficient means of communication between 
various industrial centres. Lonely villages 
are linked by that forerunner of national 
pmsperity — the railroad — and scattered 
Mmesteads by the way of the air; the 
mu!"c and song and thought of the world 
vTOUfiht right to the doors of the lonely 
praine farmers, or to lumberers in the 
owinlains. Cities and towns, thousands 
w miles from the nearest seaport arc 
ilmost as near the gatcivays of [he Domin- 
•^j as though the sea waves rolled at 
li ^'" l^ailroad, wireless, air services 
"^ serve to link together, and driiw 
Wo an indissoluble bond the far-flung 
^-^ rapidly growing cities of the Domin- 
us 

The romantic unknown 

How vastly, almost incomprehensibly 
®^^t, in our eyes and in these dnya, 
^ J^the Canada of Cartier; Champlain, 
K iS ■ **" °' Quebec: and La Verendr>-c. 
R ^ ^plorer of the romantic ' unknown 
B' ^Sj i"^ '' ^'""•nds in romance, even to 
K ^Wy. and before 1643 it was unknown 
"-" r "jy^'^f'ous and dangerous land, to 
-■ Slffl?"** "'''' '''"^°'"r^ ""'J Bufferings. 
5*.., «5^ eravcry and courage bevond most. 
_'4 «»Wtimcs with loss of life, 
^*^ i^ Spite of discouragements, lack of 
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The first sight o/ (Ac fiuc/yi Mountains by While Men— Brothers La Vacndtite. joutncuine from Winnipeg district in I7i3, 
looliing for a road to the Pacific, arc shown the Western !\4oiintains. 
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THE rapid advance of civilisation, and 
the spirit of progress which is an 
outstanding characteristic of the 
loalera age, with its search after the new 
and different, have been effcctu&l In com- 
pfctely transfoTmins the Canada which 
was the home of the early-day settlers, 
wherft before were well-nigh insurmounl- 
oblc mountains; unfordable rivers; howl- 
ing prairie wastes; wildn rocky bush land; 
wK9— vast inland seaa; are now shining 
fejKla of railway tracks; magnificent 
uiKigra — monumenta of engineering: state- 
ly cities wi;h their teeming, struggh'ng 
peculations; smooth roads, veritable high- 
^jfB of commerce; water-ways, highly 
CToent means of communication between 
various industrial centres. Lonely villages 
are Imkea by that forerunner of national 
pwperity-^the railroad — and acattered 
waiMateads by the way of the air; the 
»unc and song and thought of the world 
wouRht right to the doors of the lonely 
pravK farmers^ or to lumberers in the 
mmuiuins. Cities and towns, thousands 
« mues from the nearest seaport ere 
BiBuat as near the gateways of the Domin- 
•wj. as though the sea waves rolled at 
iMirdoor. Railroad, wireless, afr services 
7-ail Bcrye to link together, and draw 
"to an indissoluble bond the far-flung 
y^ liipiJly growing cities of the Domin- 
ico, 

The romantic unknown 
How vastly, almoat incomprehensibly 
oatcrcnt, in our eyes and in these days. 
eaang the Canada of Cartier; Champlain. 
tfeefcyjider of Quebec; and La Verendryc. 
g« ^plorer of the romantic" unknown 
tT^' f°r *t abounds in romance, even to 
ta^fely, aiiJ before 1643 it was unknown 
^ myotenous and dangerous land, to 
"^ffP^rcd with hardships and sufferings, 
^'WJ bravery and courage beyond most. 
^9 strVietimes with loss of life. 
In epite of discouragements, lack of 



interest on the part of the French Govern- 
ment, and various hindrances and draw- 
backs, we know that those early day heroes 
kept on with their self-appointed task. 
To Champlain fell tlr^ glory of the explora- 
tion of Eastern Canada and south of the 
line to the Gulf of Florida; but La Veren- 
drye (father and sons) fearless, uncon- 
querable men. fought and vanquished 
the wilds and wastes of the desolate, for- 
saken land west of the Great Lakes. 
La Vcrcndrye the elder failed in much of 
his objective; he was one of those who 
blazed the trail for others, Me was not 
permitted to see the great Western Sea — 
the F^acific Ocean. He did, however, 
tread, maybc^ some of the land which is 
within our view as we write. For he 
sailed down the Winnipeg River, out on 
to the wild waters of Lake Winnipeg, 
down the Red River, up the Assiniboine 
until he reached where today stands the 
city of Porlagp 1h Prairie. 

Towering, snowclad barrier 

And then, following in the steps of 
their brave father, came again his in- 
trepid sons, until they were rewarded 
by the sight of the towering, snow-clad 
barrier of the Rocky Mountains: gleam- 
ing and sparkling in tlic bright ciear sun- 
shine, the "Mountains of Bright Stones." 
u» ihcy were called m the maps of the 
eighteenth century. 

We have travelled fast and far since 
those dnys; nowadays miles are quickly 
fiijup behind us, as we rush towards 
what was to them an unscalable wall, but 
which serves in our days to show to the 
world marvels of engineering. Little 
did those brave brothers think as they 
gnzed across the wide prairies to the 
beautiful peaks in the distance, that iron 
monsters would go snorting across the 
distances, and that this lonely land would 
be peopled by the adventurous, hardy 
spirits of the Old World, and that in the 
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track so fearlessly opened by them would 
follow hundreds and thousands of immi- 
grants, ready and willing to cultivate the 
broad spaces of the New World for the 
benefit of the inhabitants of the homes 
across the sea. 

Over the frozen wastes 

Adventurous spirits did I say? They 
needed to be adventurous. By way of 
the north the British came, over the frozen 
wastes about the Hudson Bay, sailing 
down the broad expanse of Lake Winni- 
peg, past forbidding shores where now 
Manitobans spend their holiday season; 
to the mouth of the Red River they came, 
and further south still, until the Lord 
Selkirk Settlement became a realised' 
fact, and there were actually white people 
living in the prairie lands. And still 
transportation difficulties were numerous; 
no communication with the Old Land, 
with its home comforts, and friendly 
faces, from year's end to year's end. 
Even a neighborly visit to a house a few 
miles away a big adventure, to be under- 
taken in fear and trembling — Indians, 
floods, wild animals, rain, snow — all to 
be reckoned with in no small degree. 

Picture for a moment the swaying 
coach or wagon, drawn by four, or six, 
or even more mighty horses, rolling over 
the untracked prairie, the settler and his 
family in search of "pastures new," all 
their worldly goods packed high around 
them. It needed bravery— perhaps of a 
dilFerent brand from that of La Verendrye 
— but nevertheless bravery and resource, 
for our hardy forbears to cut out a home, 
the forerunner of the citied West as we 
know it, in the lonely, bleak Western 
lands, at the "other end of nowhere," 
as it must have seemed to the immigrants. 

All honor to those pioneers. They 
builded better than they knew. With 
every acre of land cleared, with every 
log cut for the building of their humble 



cabins, with every nail hammered in; with 
every seed sown, and with every harvest 
reaped; with every winter braved and 
passed, and with every summer sun shin- 
ing upon them; with each season of lone- 
liness conquered, and with each neighbor- 
ly friendship strengthened, the founda- 
tions of the country were being grounded 
more firmly and securely in the hearts 
of men and women who loved, and whose 
descendents still love the prairies end 
mountains of Western Canada. 
Shining rails and mighty engines 
And then, slowly, but surely* ever 
creeping closer and nearer, came towards 
the West, the shining rails and mighty 
engines of the C.P.R, In ISSI the 
colossal work was commenced, and in 
1887 a anorting. pufHng. f^ower-bcdcckcd 
enirine steamed in amidst the ruins of 
Vancouver, just pulling itself together 
after the disastrous fire of 1886, The 
presumptuous dream, for such it hud 
seemed, was now an accomplished fact. 
The God-given power oi man had con- 
quered the towering mountains, had 
bored tiinnels through inipsssable barriers, 
had flung bridges over roaring mountain 
torrents, had cut and levelled a way across 
the plains for the giant expresses which 
lick up the miles from Atlantic to Pacific 
Oceans in what would be. to the eyes of 
La Verendryc, who started lo blaze the 
trail, a miraculous space of time. 

Wealth and progress 
With the coming of the C.P.R. there 
sprang up along the line of gleaming roils 
towns and cities whose names are house- 
hold words, synonymous with wealth and 
progress the world over — Winnipeg, Re- 
gina, Calgary, and others of lesser im- 
portance now, but which surely will, in 
years to come, rank with the influential 
cities of the world. And while this work 
of building up the Western Provinces wao 

{Conlinucd on page 22) 
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sains^ on apace in the south, the railroads 
were accomplishing a like misaion to the 
north, where the Canadian Northern and 
Grand Trunic Pacific Railroads were 
blazing the modern trail which now leads, 
by way of the C.N.R., to prosperous and 
flourishing Saskatoon, Edmonton, Prince 
Albert, and many other communities, and 
which, in a larger degree, opened the way 
to NoTthem British Columbia. Indeed^ 
reviewing the history of the West, what 
would it have been without the diihculty'- 
levelling railroads! 

So the wonders of the West keep mount' 
. ing up. The wonder of^La Verendrye'a 
joumeyings, and those of his courageous 
contemporaries; the wonder of the early 
settlers; the wonder of the glorious 
Rockies and golden plains; the wonder of 
the mighty railroads that span the Con- 
tinent; the wonder of the brain of man 
w^ho conceived the idea; and above all, 
the wonder of the God in it all. The God 
who put courage and bravery into the 
hearts of our ancestors; the God who 
created the loveliness and grandeur of 
the West; the God who has given man the 
power to make Cariad" intcs such a nation 
of resource and enterprise aa »viJi rank 
with the best and cleanest and most 
beautiful in the world. 

And. to Salvation Array, and many 
other eyes, there marches in the wake of 
the railroad, another wonder, a mighty 
host, an army of men and women, whose 
mission in life it is to make plain to men 
and women, not the way which leads from 
coast to coast, but from earth to heaven. 
Over the boundless Plains, once only 
echoing to the tramping of the buffalo 
herds, the gallop of the prairie ponies, 
or the wild, weird call of the coyote; 
among the towering mountains, where 
once only the sound of thunderous water- 
falls and rushing rivers and footfalls of 
animals was heard, they come, heralded by 
the throbbing beat of the drum; the crash 
cf xnusic; the tramp of marching feet. 
a host whose banner is love, whose hearts 
God has touched, and whose Captain 
ever goes before. 

OVe are indebted to the Canadian Mag- 
azine JpT pcrmhsion to reproduce the ilitis- 
trtdlons for this article; a courtesy which 
toe graiefutfy adzpawtedge. — Bid.) 



'The swaying coach . . . rolling ooer the untracf^ed prairie." See "Yesterday and Today in 



Rescued from Terror 

A Western story of the early days — How the Bible 
set at rest the fears of a terror-stricken traveller 




IT WAS in the early days out West, and 
Christmastide was close at hand. A 
young man in one of the Western 
back block towns was charged to 
carry a large sum of money across the 
prairie. He was employed by a bank, 
and his manager told him that he must 
ride on hor^back. and deliver this money 
to a branch of the bemk in a far distant 
city before the end of thj^ week. 

Not at all plea^d with the prospect of 
a journey which would take him away 
from home just at the Christmas season, 
the messenger set forth. On the second 
day of his journey the wind began to 
blow* the blue sky changed to a leaden 
hue, and presently little flakes of snow 
came driving through the air. In a few 
minutes the rider was caught in a terrible 
blizzard. 

H^. pre^?cd br^vply oPi hoping to reach 

night. But the snow blotted out the 
track across the priiris, and the dark- 
ness came falling across the world quicker 
than the anow. It seemed to the clerk 
that nothing on earth could possibly 
save him from a terrible death. 

Hia horse was now quite beaten. He 
dismounted and went to its head, leading 
it by the bridle. The freezing wind was 
so sharp that he had to close his eyes. 
He blundered into drifts, stumbled down 
banks, and staggered against obstacles 
that threw him to the ground. He was 
not only spent for vfant of breath, he was 
all but frozen to death. From head to 
foot he was a mass of snow. 

Suddenly, when hope seemed to be at 
ics lowest, his weary and gro&ning htirae 
lifted its head and whinnied. The clerk 
struggled to open his closed eyes, which 
were almost frozen together, and peered 
into the darkness- There, just ahead of 
him, was a flicker of light. 

But as he staggered on he was puzzled 
to see no more lights. There was only 
this one faint glimmer in the midst of 
universal darkness. 



He found himself standing before a 
wooden shanty in the midst of the prairie. 

He knocked on the door. After some 
moments a latch was lifted inside, and a 
woman peered out at nim. 

"May I come in>" aeked the clerk. 
"I have lost my way in the storm/' 

The woman called to someone inside, 

A man joined her. He was a big. 
broad-shouldered and bearded person, 
with a scowling face. He eyed the clerk 
for a long time, asked htm many questions, 
and presently grudgingly agreed to let 
him in. 

"You can put your hors^ up in the 
stable," he said gruffly. 

Some few minutes afterwards the poor 
traveller was seated before the wood fire 
inside this }on^]y prairie shack. He was 
saved from the dtorm. At least he would 
not die a lor.ely death in the midst cf the 
uiixzara. Sui. was lie oaicr 

This scowling man, this woman who 
never spoke and who ej'ed him furtively^ 
could he trust himself in their hands> 
Suppose they heard the chink of hig 
coins? Suppose they discovered his treas- 
ure when he was asleep? They might 
murder him. 

Presently the man rose, and, fetching 
an axe, started to split some logs at the 
back of the room. The woman, after 
watching the young man very secretly 
and very suspiciously, got up and went 
over to the mem. They exchanged a few 
•vvhispcred words. 

The clerk decided that, come what 
might, he would not go to sleep. He 
would keep his eyes open. He would 
ait up beside the fire with his revolver 
ready for action and his treasure close 
at hemd. The blows of the aKe made 
him shudder. 

The woman brought him some milk and 
bread, 

"We are poor/' she said, in a grumbling 
voice, "We can't afford anything more/' 

"I have some food in my haversack/* 
said the clerk. "Let us share it together." 




Canada" 

He rcKC and went over to the phec 
where he had laid down hia haversack. 
when he opened it a number of coins raii 
out and rolled across the floor. 

"You carry a lot of moneyl" growled 
the man. 

This made the clerk more uneasy than 
ever. He said roughly that the money 
was not his, and returned to the Areside 
with the food. The man and woman 
looked at the things he had brought from 
his haversack, but refused to eat them. 

When they had finished their simple 
supper, the woman whispered something 
to the man. and the man nodded hia heao! 

"It ia time." he said to the clerk, "you 
went tu bed/' 

The clerk said that he was not sleepy 
and would prefer to sit up a little longer. 

The woman got up and prepared a 
rough bed for him in a corner of the room. 
The man said. "You had better go to 
bed." Again the clerk CTccused hinuelf. 

The woman called the man to hs: dde 
and whispered to him again. The man 
answered in a gruff voice, "'We'll wait a 
bit longer/' Then he returned to the6re. 

"Young man/' said the woman, "it is 
time you lay down/' 

The clerk looked her in the eyes, 
■ "I cimnot sleep/' he replied. '*! shall 
not sleep at alt tonight. Directly the dawn 
br^ks ! shsll Btart on n.y joum^ey." 

1 ne man said. "Lie down and sieep 
for an hour. I will call you at dawn." 

The clerk said, "1 should not deep." 

The woman leaned over to the man 
and whispered something into his es'. 
The man got up and stood with his hark 
to the fire, facing the clerk. 

"It's like this," he said, "Before we 
put cut the light my wife and I elvt^ys 
read a bit of the Bible together. And 
we're not used to company, but if you 
don't mind " 

The clerk said, "1 don't mind at all." 

The woman went to a drawer, opened it, 
and brought to iiie Cable a very old Icathci- 
bound Bible. The man sat down beside 
it, and the woman drew up her chair 
alongside of his and began to read a 
chapter of St. John's Gospeh 

When the reading was over, the dcrfc 
rose and said. "I think 1 will lie down aoA 
rest/' He was an atheist, but. as he 
lay on the rough bed. quite certab 
now that no harm would befall hva, 
he marvelled at the power of the 
Bible: and gradually it came to him that 
there must be 'something Divine in a book 
which had so instantly set his fears at rest. 
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The Jaslcst long Jislancc train in Ihe iDorld. The Trans-Canada leaning Montreal for yancoaoer, a distance of 
2t886 miles, coi'crctt in 89 hours 15 rniriuica. 
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